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HE different editions through which 

Mrs. RowE's Devout Exerciſes 

ave paſſed, is an unqueſtionable proof 
et. What they have met with univerſal appro- 
ation, at leaſt from the more ſerious and 
Wodly part of mankind. It is to be 
oped, therefore, that an humble at- 

empt to render them ſtill more pleaſing 

and uſeful will meet with encourage- 
ment. The edition now preſented to 

he public is in blank verſe, which, on 
account of its harmonic ſound, charms 
almoſt every ear, and ſo impreſſes the 
entiments it contains upon the heart, 


hat they are much more eaſily remem- 
\ bered, 


(iv ] 


bered, than when delivered in profaic 


diction. 


May the God of all grace give his 
bleſſing to the work, that the ignorant 


may be .enlightened—the careleſs grow 
concerned about their ſouls—the luke. 
warm in the church become zealouſſy 


affected and that the redeemed of the 
Lord may be comforted, and built up in 
their moſt holy faith! Let him that 
readeth ſay, Amen. 
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HY, O my God, muſt this material frame 
So ſeparate between my ſoul and thee ? 

ho? with thine eſſence always compaſs'd round, 

can't perceive the omnipreſent God. 

follow thee, and all thy footſteps trace, 

hro* heav'n's expanſe, and this terraqueous globe, 

Vet ſtill I cannot overtake thee, Lord: 

Thou art before me, but I reach thee not 

pchind me, but 1 cannot find thee out. 

| B My 


T 


+ J 


My great Creator, whom, unſcen, I love, 
By what magnetic influence didſt thou 
AttraQ my raviſh'd ſpirit to thyſelf? 
What thy perfections are, eye hath not ſeen, 
Ear hath not heard, nor heart of man conceiv'd ; 
And yet I love thee, O my gratious God, 
Far beyond all my eye hath ever ſeen, 
My ear hath heard, my heart can comprehend. 
In heights of glory, inacceſſible, 
To which no human thou; zht can ſoar, thou dwell” ＋ 
Yet to my foul more ncar and intimate, 
Than any of the objects I behold. 
Thy voice hath never ſounded in mine ears, 
And yet no earthly friend is ſo well known; 
Nay, with more confidence I can rely 
Oa thee, than on the deareſt friend I have. 

My heart, to thee, as its ſole refuge, cleaves, 
And finds in thee a conſtant ſpring of peace: 
With child-like freedom I can ſpeak to thee, 
And think thy Being my iupreme delight, 
Reflection on the greatneſs of thy name 
Exhilarates my ſpirits, fills my heart 
With joy which carnal minds are ſtrangers to. 

T triumph in thy ſov'reign, kingly ſway— 
Reign, O my God, unrivall'd, uncontroul'd. 


Tho' a poor reptile of the earth, I join, 
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Vuh al! the ſlaming miniſters above, 
Tho round thy dazzling throne exulting ſtand, 
Fo pay the homage which thy grandeur claims. 
Tho' not with them, thy happier race, allow d 
To view the bright unverl'd Divinity, 
By no audacions glance from mortal eyes 

hoſe myſtic glories are to be profan'd) 
et do I feel the ſame immortal flame, 
nd love thee, tho' unſeen, with all my heart. 


Yes, I do love thee—Thus far I can ſpeak— 
But all the reſt unutterable 1s, 

nd I muſt leave the pleaſing tale untold, 

ill in immortal language I can talk: 

hen the tranſporting ſtory I'll begin, 

Which ne'er ſhall end, but be beginning ſtill. 
For, O thou faireſt of ten thouſand fair, 

hy radiant beauties ſhall be ever ncw, 

nd in my foul, to all eternity, 

Blow up the flame of ſtill- increaſing love: 
Higher and higher ſhall it riſe, nor find 

he leaſt decay, till thy perteQions end. 


Again I ſay, I love thee, O my God; 
And as thou trieſt all the reins of men, 
Read thou the characters which love has drawn 
On my enamour'd, ſoften'd, melting heart. 


What excellence but thine, in heav'n and carth, 
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Could raiſc ſuch aſpirations in my ſoul, 
And ſuch {ſublime affections as I feel? 

What could my ſpirit fix, but God himſelf? 
What is there elſe, for which I could deſpiſe 
All thoſe enticing ſublunary joys ? 

Why like I not theſe ſenſible delights ? 
Whence ſpring theſe earneſt, infinite deſires? 
Why does not the creation ſatisfy, 

Or, with a happy dream, at leaſt, deludeP? 
Objects of ſenſe, why do they not awake 
More ardent feelings, more intenſe purſuit, 
Than things remote, and quite inviſible ? 
Oh, why ſhould I, who to corruption ſay, 
© Thou art my Father,” daringly aſpire 
After an union with th' eternal God? 


Miniſtring angels, that behold his face, 
Explain to me the ſacred myſtery— 
Acquaint me how this heav'nly flame began— 
Untold the riddle of its wond'rous birth. 
Who animated with celeſtial fire 
This mortal frame, and gave a clod of earth 
Such high ambition as to aim at heav'n ? 
What, but the breath of God, could kindle it, 
Which kindled up my ſoul ? Therefore, to thee, 
Its lovely origin, it now aſcends— 
Breaks thro' created beautics, and purſues 
Its reſtleſs courſe to thee, who art the firſt, 
The brighteſt pattern of all excellence. 
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Ye flowery varieties of earth, 

nd all ye ſparkling glories of the ſkies, 
our blandiſhments are vain, white I aſpire 
o uncreated good, that caſts reproach 
On all the pomp and ſplendour ye can boaſt. 
ain would I clofe my eyes on all J fee, 
3 dn all the lovely proſpects ye preſent, 
Ind open them upon a brighter ſcene. 
have ſuch boundleſs and enlarg'd deſires, 
Is nothing viſible can gratify, 

o which no earthly things are adequate. 
Vhen ſhall my intellectual faculties 
ind objects more adapted to their views ? 
ly longing foul ſprings forward, in purſuit 
a far diſtant good, which I have feen 
Mnly by ſome faint glimm'ring rays of light. 
h when will it diſperſe the miſty clouds, 
\nd break out 1n full luſtre on my foul ? 


If now I feel ſuch fervent love to thee, 
Vhile only dimly to my fight reveal'd, 
How will the open vihon of my God, 

In all his brightneſs, raviſh and tranſport ! 
To what exalted heights ſhall wonder riic, 
Vhen in perfection I behold thy face! 

Vhen I ſhall fee thee, glorious as thou art, 
Complete in beauty, great in majeſty! 

Slow ſhall 1 triumph, when before thy throne ! 
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Oh, how rejoice that ever I was born! 
What thoughts, ineffable, will riſe, to find 
Myſelf united to the Deity— 

The all-ſufhcient Deity, by ties 


For which the ſons of men have not found names 


By an engagement that ſhall ne'er diſſolve, 
Thro' revolutions of eternal years! 

The league of nature ſhall be diſannull'd 
The laws of mingled elements made void, 
But my relation to my God ſhall ſtand, 
Fix'd and unchangeable as he himſelf. 

Nor life, nor death, nor principalities, 

Nor angels, nor things preſent, nor to come, 
Shall ever ſeparate me from his love, 


Rejoice, my ſoul-—look forward with delight, 
Beyond the period of terreſtrial things ! 
With faith's ſtrong eagle-eyes, look thou beyond 
Ten thouſand ages of celeſtial bliſs— 
Look forward ſtill, and ages leave behind, 
Unnumber'd ages of felicity 
At once into the peaceful ocean plunge, 
And call eternity itſelf thine own. 


The joy I have in view is without bounds; 
For, its duration is commenſurate 
With him who is eternal, infinite. 


Oh, When ſhall I the full poſſellion have? 
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\NGRAV'D as in eternal plates of braſs, 
The precious promiſes of God ſhine forth, 

Nor can the pow'rs of darkneſs raze the lines, 
The ſacred, ſaving word of grace is ſtrong, 
As that which form'd the canopy of heav'n: 
The mighty voice which moves the ſtars on high, 
Speaks all the promiſes to men below. 
They all are built on truth immutable— 
On the benignity of God himlſelt. 
Thou doſt not ſpeak at random, like vain man, 
But all which thou haſt promis'd to pertorm 
Is the reſult of everlaſting love. 
Thou, Lord, haſt utter'd nothing that requires 
The leaſt amendment on a freſh review. 
Thou can't engage for nothing, to thy hurt, 
Nor be a loſer by beneficence. 
Thou, by the fulneſs of thy boundle's pow'r, 
Canſt ſtill accompliſh what thy love intends. 
Nor need'ſt thou fay, to thoſe whom thou haſt made, 
Things kinder than thou meaneſt to fulfil, 
To thee no glory wretched man can bring, 
Nor has he any thing to claim from thee. 


By what good deeds, or by what right, can he 
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Demand the ſmalleſt favour at thy hands ? 
Thy promiſes are free, and unconſtrain'd, 
Founded on thine own liberality, 

And not on meritoriouſneſs in man. 


Conſid'ring this, my expectations riſe 
J ſet no limits to my ſpringing hopes; 
Wich joyful confidence I look to heav'n, 
And ſeeing thee upon a throne of grace, 


Call thee, My Father“ —and, with humble faith 


Claim ev'ry bleſſing that dear name imports. 
My heart confides in thee with Readfaſtneſs — 
Fear and diſtruſt are incompatible 

With the kind thoughts I entertain of thee. 
Ev'ry endearing name and attribute, 

By which thou haſt reveal'd thyſelf to man, 
Confirms my faith in thee, thou God of love. 
Thy life, thy very being is engag'd— 

As well may I of thy exiſtence doubt, 

As call in queſtion thy veracity ; 

Sure as thou art, faithful thou art and juſt, 
The proteſtations of my warmeſt friend 
Cannot give half the comfort that thy wort 
Aﬀords my drooping ſoul, in trying times. 
I hear deceitful man with diffidence 

On falſe mortality I can't rely; 

But I can liſten to thy voice with joy; 

And fully reſt on thy fidelity. 


| 
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Thy words, O Lord, are not enroll'd in ſand, 
Nor are they ſcatter'd by the flecting winds ; 
But they ſhall ſtand in force, when heav'n and carth 
Shall be diſſolv'd, and time ſhall be no more. 
Eternal ages ſhall not make them void, 

Nor alter what the mouth of God has ſaid. 
With the moſt perfect and unfeign'd aſſent 
I do believe, and know thou doſt reward 
All them that diligently ſeek thy face ; 

] feel the comfortable evidence, 

For thou halt giv'n the witneſs in my heart. 
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III. LoxNGiNnG AFTER THE ENJOYMENT 
or Gop, 


M' God, to thee my heart-felt ſighs aſcend 

Ev'ry complaint 1 make ends with thy name, 

I pagſe awhile—I dwell upon the ſound 

I ſpeak it o'er and o'er again, and find 

That all my cares begin and end in thee. 

I long to ſee the heauty of the Lord 

For the original ol all that's. great, 

Of all that's amiable. and fair, I pant 

For excellence that yet remains unknown 

For intellectual joys untalted yet. 
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My heart aſpires—my wiſhes fly beyond. 
The narrow limits of created things, 
And, as unworthy my purſuit, deſpiſe 
All that mortality preſents me with. 
I was created for celeſtial bliſs, 
And find I'm capable of angels' joys, 
Why may 1 not begin, then, heav'n below, 
And taſte, at leaſt, the ſprings of happineſs, 
Which flow from thy right-hand for evermore ? 


Should I drink on, and ſatiate my deſires, 
Thoſe living fountains are exhauſtleſs till ; 
Millions of ſpirits there allay their thirſt 
Ten thouſand times ten thoufand orders there 
Gaze on thy matchleſs beauty, and are made 
Happy partakers of thy bleſſedneſs, 

But thou remaineſt unduniniſh'd ſtill, 

No liberality can waſte the ſtore 

Ot thy perfeftion—it has cver flow'd, 

And ſtill runs freſh, and will for ever run: 


Why ſhould I periſh, then, my God, for want ? 


Oh let the waters of eternal life 
Quench all the longings of my thirſty ſoul ! 
Who will refreſh me with the healing draught ? 
How long, like a poor exileg-ſhall I roam, | 
Thro' all the lab'rinths of this defert land, 
Where ev'ry proſpe& waſte and barren is? | 
In 
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In vain I Took around, and ſigh for heav'ris 

My panting heart is ſtill unſatisfy'd. 

Who to the rivers of perennial joy 

Will lead me from my pilgrimage below ? 
When 1n thoſe paſtures ſhall I take repole, 
Where weary ſouls for ever are at reſt ? 

How very tedious are the hours of hope ! 

Come, Lord—my heart is burning with defire— 
I'm ſick, quite ſick of dull mortality: 

Come quickly, Lord for thee my ſpirit gaſps— 
Let not thy chariot-wheels ſo long delay 

In all thy beauty ſhew thyſelf to me, 

Or take me up to thy belov'd embrace. 


Teach me thy will—ſend thy commiſſions down +» 


Appoint my bus'neſs to perform give ſtrength, 
And let me, as an hireling, work my day. 
It is enough, O Leard—wherein am I 
More excellent than my forefathers were ? 
They all are dead, and I am mortal too. 
I'm but a ſtranger and a pilgrim here, 
In theſe wild regions; wand'ring and forlorn, 
Reſtleſs, and fighing for my native home, 
Longing to reach my weary {pace of lite, 
And to fulfil my taſk—Oh, haſte the hour 
Of joy and ſweet repoſe! Tranſporting hope! 
Lord, here I am, attending thy commands, 
And waiting the good pleaſure of thy will: 

B 6 
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Oh ſpeak, and then incline mine ear to hear? 
Give me my work, and let me finiſh it: 

Then, from this body of vile fin and death, 
This hated clog of guilt and vanity, 

Seal my diſmiſſion in the courts above, 

Oh let me drop this cumbrous load of fleſh, 

In peace depart, and ſay to earth, Farewell? 


For thy ſalvation I have waited, Lord 
When wilt thou bring me to thy holy hill ? 
How long at ſuch a diſtance ſhall I pine? 

What can I ſay, to ſhew thee all my paza— 

To utter all my anguiſh, when I fear 

A ſeparation from the God I love ? 

Speak ſome aſſuring word, to comfort me. 
Tranſporting moment! when wilt thou appear, 
To crown my hopes, and baniſh all my doubts ? 


Again, my Father, my eternal friend, 
With all my foul, I breathe out my requeſts, 
What is this life, but a dull, tireſome round, 
A circle of repeated vanities ? 

Since fin and folly enter'd in the world, 

In vain we go in queſt of happineſs : 

All is vexation, pain, ar empty ſhow. 
Suffic'd with life, my languid ſpirits faint, 
And fain would be at reſt: Oh let me reach 
Thoſe ſacred ſeats; and after all my toil, 
Hegin a Sabbath that ſhall never end! 
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Yet once again, O Lord, L aſk thy leave 
To tell thee I have waited for thee long, 
And hourly languiſh'd for my houſe above. 

I faint, I almoſt die thro” theſe delays : 
What have I here to keep me from my God ? 
Abſent from thee, what pleaſure can I have ? 
I have declar'd that all below the fun 

Is burdenſome, vexatious, taſteleſs, vain. 
Midſt health and plenty, honour, and dear friends, 
Thou art my only joy, my higheſt wiſh. 

All, all my hopes are fix'd on thee alone, 
And there I reſt in a celeſtial calm, 

Oh let no earthly objects break my peace! 
Let me live unmoleſted with the cares 

Or the delights of ſenſe! oh let me flee 

From all the world, and live alone to thee ! 
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wer do I not addreſs thee, O my God, 
With more fiducial, child-like confidence ? 
Oh why do I indulge this unbelief, | 
And harbour theſe returns of baſe diſtruſt ? 

Can I ſurvey the wond'rous frame of earth, 

Gaze on the ſtructure of the heav'ns, and aſk 

It thou art able ſinners to redeem? 

| B 7 Can 
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Can I e'er doubt of thy ſufficiency, 

To ſave and ſuccour thy dependent child, 

When I conſider all that love and pow'r 

Which thou ſo oft” haſt ſignally diſplay'd ? 

In long ſucceſſion, age to-age has brought 

The records of thy grace, and quick'ning ſtrength ; 
In ev'ry generation, thou haſt been 

Our ſhield, our fortreſs, and our dwelling-place. 
Our fathers truſted in thee, and were ſav'd— 
With theirs my own experience coincides, 

And I'm encourag'd to confide in thee. 


The ſun may fail to rife, and men in vain 
Expect its light; but, O my God, thy truth, 
Thy faithfulneſs can never, never fail. 

The courſe of nature may be quite revers'd, 
And all be one chaotic ſcene again, 

But thou art ſtill the ſame, unchangeable, 
And never canſt, by mutability, | 
Deceive the hopes of them that truſt thy grace. 


Lord over all, I reverence thy pow'r, 
And to thy goodneſs and fidelity 
My heart ſubſcribes—What further ſcruples, then, 
Would my deſponding unbelief ſuggeſt ? 
Is any thing too hard for God to do? 
Can the united force of earth and hell 
Relilt thy kingly, all-commanding will? 

3 Crea 
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Great God, how wide thy glories are diffus'd d 
How broad thy kingdom is! All things are thine, 
Nature, and miracle, and fate, and chance; 
Therefore to thee will I apply myſelf, 
Renouncing all the fear and confidence 

That may ariſe from heav'n or earth beſides. 

Not from the duſt my joys or ſorrows ſpring 2 
Let all the baleful planets in the ſkies 

Shed forth their mingled curſes round my head, 
Calmly their mingled curſes I defy, 

It the omnipotent, eternal King 


Looks thro' the clouds, and ſhews his ſmiling face, 


Let him but bleſs me, and Pm bleſt indeed 
Bleſt, without limitation, or reſerve— 
Bleſt in my going out, and coming in— 
Bleſt in my fitting down, and riſing up 
Bleſt now in time, bleſt thro? eternity. 
That bleſſing from thy lips ſhall influence 
The whole creation, and attend my ſteps 3 
Before me, as a leading light *twill go, 
And as my guardian angel, follow me. 
Iwill cover me whenever I lie down— 
Beneath its ſhadow with delight I'll reſt, 
And in the Lord's pavilion ſafely dwell, 


Thy kingdom ruleth over all, O Lord— 
Thou doll according to thy ſov'reign will, 
B 8 Amongſt 
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Ambngſt the hoſts of heav'n, and ſons of earth. 
Thy Providence in all things I confeſs. 

The ways of man are not at his own choice, 
But all his goings are ordain'd by thee. 

All the events of life are in thy hands, 

And thou alone canſt bleſs, or croſs his hopes. 
1f on his beſt-concerted ſchemes thou blow, 
They are for ever blaſted ; but if thou 
Deſigu'ſt to proſper them, nor earth, nor hell, 
With all their pow'r, can hinder their ſucceſs : 
Therefore, to thee for ſuccour I apply, 

As, without thee, the creature's help is vain. 


Ye-uſeleſs idols, from my heart be gone— 
Ye are but ſounding names of vanity : 
No more my lying tongue ſhall ſacrifice 


To Chance and Nature; for, without a God, 


Created beings no ſupplies can yield. 

Not all the pow'r of earthly potentates, 

Nor ſaints, nor angels in the higheſt heav'ns, 
In the leaſt exigence can give me aid, 

If God but hide himſelf, and ſtand far off. 
At thy direction ſecond cauſes are, 

And, till by thee commiſſion'd, cannot help, 
Whene'er my foul in contemplation views 
The planets, water, earth, and air, and fire, 
I look upan them as thy duteous flaves, 


Fulfilling what thy Sov'rcignty decrees. 
cordials 
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Cordials ſhall kill, and deadly poiſons cure 
The vernal ſuns, or the mild zephyr's breath 
May burn, or blaſt the plants that winter left. 
The winds and ſtars have but precarious pow'r 
The ſun to darkneſs turns—froſt ſhall be fire, 
And fire be froſt, when thou proclaim'ſt thy will, 
Neceſſity and Nature are no more, 

At thy command — All things are to a God 
Equally eaſy: Speak but thou the word, 

And all my wiſhes ſhall be fatisfy'd : 

Let there be light,” ſay thou, and light ſhall inc 
When thoughts tumultuous raiſe a ſtorm within, 
Say, „Peace, be ftill”—an d vas N ſhall _ 


Only on thee, my Father, 1 depend— 
Tf thou but ſmile, then all the world may frowns 
Do thou direct, and proſper my concerns, 
No obſtacles ſhall then diſmay my ſoul, 
That men or devils can put in my way. 
Thou only art the object of my fear, 
And my deſires to thee will I make known. 


Things human loſe their being, and their names, 
And vaniſh into nothing before thee : 
They are but ſhades, and duſky clouds, to veil 
The active God, who worketh all in all. 
Oh! let me through all ſeparations break, 


Sce, and confeſs the over-ruling Cauſe! 
B g Let 
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Let no appearance of created things, 
However ſpecious, hide thee from my view: 
Let me thro! all look up to thee, nor caſt, 
Below thee, Lord, a glance of love, or hope. 
Let me ſurvey Creation's ample round 

As lying in the hollow of thine hand, 

And ev'ry Being, both in heav'n and earth, 
As under thee, and quite immovable 

By the moſt potent cauſe in nature, till 
Order'd by thee to do me good, or hurt. 
Oh let thy hand be with me, to preſerve 
My ſoul from evil! Let me till abide 
Beneath the ſhadow of thine out-ſtretch'd wings! 
In thy pavilion I ſhall be ſecure— 

To thee I fly for ſhelter, O my God, 
From all the evils or mortality. 


anne 


V. GoD A rRESENT HELP, AND EVER NEAR» 


HOU, O my God, waſt found of me, when I 
Was in my blood and fins, and ſought thee not; 
And now I ſeek thee, wilt thou fly from me ? 
Am I my breath conſuming on the winds, 
And ſcatt'ring my petitions in the air ? 
Is it a vain thing to umplore thy grace ? 
Is chere no profit in addreſſing thee ? 
pI Ait 
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Art thou a God far off, and not at hand ? 

Is from thy preſence any place exempt ? 

Or is there diſtance whence my cries can't reach ? 
Can any darkneſs hide me from thine eyes ? 

Or is there, in this wide-extended globe, 

A corner that's ynviſited by thee ? 

Doſt thou not fill all ſpace in heav'n and earth? 
And am I not, by thine immenſity, 
Encompalſs'd round, O Lord, on ev'ry fide ? 


Are my deſires or thoughts to thee unknown? 

Thou that haſt form'd the ear, doſt thou not hear ? 
| Canſt thou forget the work of thine own hands? 

Or, far in the empyreal heav'ns retir'd, 

Full of thine own felicity, canit thou 

Helpleſs, and hopeleſs, thy creation leave 

To wild diſorder, miſery, and pain? 

Are manking to their own diſpoſal left, 

And undirected all their paths by thee ? 
* Is calling on the living God no more 
Than worſhipping an Idol, deaf, and dumb? 
Canſt thou, like them, thy vot'ries diſappoint ? 


1% 
Art thou, with the extent of thine own pow'r, 
$0 unacquainted, as to promiſe aught 
That thy ability can ne'er perform ? 
Or art thou as a man, that thou ſhouldſt lie ? 
Or, as the ſon of man, canſt thou repent ? 


Art Say, 
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Say, are thy pow'r and truth precarious ? 
And are thoſe high perfections, which induce 
Thy creatures to adore and worſhip thee, 
Imaginary ? Are thy gracious names 
Mere ſounding titles, infhigmficant ? 
Do Adam's ſons conſide in thee in vain ? 
In time of trouble art not thou their help ? 
Can no ſecurity in thee be plac'd ? 
Then, whither ſhall I look in my diſtreſs ? 
To whom ſhall I direct my pray'r ? From whom 
Shall I expe relief, if there's no help 
In the Moſt High for a dependant worm ? 


But, oh! why ſpeak I thus? Unrighteoufneſs 
Paſt generations never fonnd in thee. 
With what injuſtice can I charge the Lord ? 
What breach of word, or want of rectitude? 
Have ancient records ever ſtain'd thy truth ? 
Art thou not, gracious God, my only hope— 
My long-experienc'd friend, in time of need ? 
Help from the creatures have I ever found, 
When thou haſt fail'd me? Have I, can I have 
Aught to depend on ſurer than thy word? 
Can any pow'r defend, or fave, like thee ? 
Thou art a Rock, and perfect is thy work; 
For, all thy ways are equity and truth: 
Righteous art thou, without iniquity. 
To all mankind thy goodneſs will I tell; 


And 
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And to thy juſtice and thy faithfulneſs 
Will I bear witneſs with my lateſt breath. 


SS 


VI. Cod AN ATTI-surriciENT GooD, AND MY 


ONLY HAPPINESS. 


Wo is my heart ſo far from thee, my God? 
Oh ! why doſt thou not occupy my thoughts, 


And claim more frequently my ardent love? 

Why ſhould my fooliſh, wanton paſhons rove ? 

For, here ſuch pleaſing ſweetneſs can I taſte, 

As I have found in fellowſhip with thee ? 

Where can I hope to meet ſuch perfect bliſs 

As thy alluring ſmiles have given me ? 

Where can I look for jays ſo unallay'd ? 

When I have felt the ſenſe of pard'ning love, 

Has not my ſoul been fully ſatisfy'd ? 

Have I found any want, or emptineſs ? 

Has there hegn any room lett tor delare, 

But that which joins me cloſer to my God ? 

Have not the tempting glories of the world 

Been turn'd to blackneſs and deformit ? 

Oh! how contemptible have they appca. d! 

Or rather, have they not all diſappear'd, 

As dreams, and ſhadows in the noon of day? 
True 
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True ſatisfaftion I have ne'er enjoy'd 

In any thing but in the God of grace. 
Why, then, do I e'er run aſtray from thee ? 
Oh! why, for broken ciſterns, do I leave 
The fountain which with living water flows ? 
Why do I quit, in ſearch of ſhallow ſtreams, 
The ocean that's ſo wide, and deep, and full 
Folly like this is wonderful indeed! 

What ſolid comfort can the creatures give? 


I 


They ſhall deceive me with falſe hopes no more, 


Thou, O my God, art all that I deſire, 
For, only thou canſt give me happineſs, 


If thou but frown, my being is a curſe— 
Thy wrath, thy angry look is hell itſelf. 
Oh! let me ne'er feel that, and I defy 
All other things to rob me of content. 

On thee alone dependent, O my God, 

To thee alone will I apply myſelf : 

Hear me, thou bounteous Author of my life: 
Thoſe wiſhes I direct to thee, which thou 
Wilt graciouſly approve, while I implore 
Oaly the joys I was created for. 

Fix all my expectations on thy pow'r— 

Free me from lightneſs and inconſtancy. 
Look gently dovn, Almighty God of love 
Impriſon me in thy endear'd embrace 

Pity the heart that would be wholly thine— 


Confing 
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Conſine all its affections to thyſelf. 

Oh! never ſuffer me from thee to ſtart! 
Thy ſervice ſweeter is than liberty 
Thy yoke is eaſy, and thy burden light: 
I bleſs the chain that binds me unto thee. 
Oh! give me of thy beauty ſuch a view 


As ſhall for ever fix my wand'ring heart— 


As ſhall determine all its motions ſtill, 
And conſtantly convict me, when I turn 
From thee to any ſublunary thing ! 


Surely, I reliſh nothing like thy love. 
To thee, O Lord, who canſt not be deceiv'd, 
Who know'ſt the inmoſt ſecrets of my ſoul, 
I can with humble confidence appeal, 
That I prefer thee to all earthly good. 
Which way the balance of affection turns 
Thou ſeeſt, and that my deviations are 
Againſt my will—I leave thee not by choice, 
But for my folly deeply figh and grieve. 
Shouldſt thou forgive, I can't forgive myſelf, 
For, well I know tis incxculable. 


I nothing want, when I'm poſleſs'd of thee, 
But when without thee, ev'ry thing I want. 
In thee concenter'd all my paſſions are: 

I have no hope but what is thine—no joy 
But what flows from thee—and no greater fears _ 
| Than 
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Than thoſe of loſing thee—My inmoſt care 

Is to ſecure thy kind, propitious look. 

This is the ſubje& of my deepeſt thought, 
For, ev'ry ſigh I breathe ends in thy name: 
And that lov'd name alone has pow'r to calm 
The wildeſt tempeſt of my troubled ſoul. 


My joys, or ſorrows, from thy ſmiles, or frowns, 
Ariſe—thy frowns can fill me with diſtreſs — 
Thy ſmiles can comfort and exhilarate, 
Hell, and the King of terrors I defy, 
While I can call the God of heav'n my God, 
Still let me bleſs the ſound of thy dear name, 
And part with all things, rather than renounce 
My property in thee, my all in all: 
Oh! let me hold it, while I draw my breath, 
And claim it with my laſt expiring fighs ! 


Secure of thee, nothing can texrify, 
For, all is peaceful, and ſerene within, 
Love never-failing, and immortal joy. 
J aſk no more Imagination here 
Muſt ſtop; and all my wiſhes now are loſt 
In everlaſting plenty. O my God, 
More cannot be defir'd; and I with leſs 
Should infinitely miſerable be. 
The kingdoms of the ſkies ſhould neyer buy 
My title to thy love; the bleſſedneſs 


Of 


a $, 


Of ev'ry creature is complete in thee, 

For, thou art always bleſſed in thyſelf. 

What can I add ? for, all my words are faint 
Celeſtial love no eloquence can draw : 

No more can be in mortal ſounds expreſs'd, 
But vaſt eternity ſhall tell the reſt. 
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VII. A CovzNx ANT WITU Gon, 


B* IN G incomprehenſible, who trieſt 

The reins of men, and ſearcheſt ev'ry heart, 
To thee is my ſincerity well known — 

To thee are all my ſecret thoughts unveil'd. 

I'm compais'd round with thine immenſuy 
Thou art a preſent witneſs, tho? unſcen, 

O! the ſolemarty in which I'm now, 

With all my pow'rs, engag'd ; now, of thy ſtrength 
I'm taking hold, to make my peace with thee— 
Im ent'ring into articles with God. 

Theſe are the happy days, long ſince foretold, 
When one ſhall gladly ſay, I am the Lord's, 
And others call themſelves by Ifracl's name, 

And others ſhall ſubſcribe unto the Lord — 

And I will be their God, and they ſhall be 


My ſons and daughters, faith the Lord oi hogs.” 
With 
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With the moſt feeling, unſeign'd gratitnde, 
T of this gracious covenant take hold, 
As tis more fully open'd, and explain'd 
In the recorded goſpel of thy Son. 
Humbly accepting thy kind overtures, 
I to thy bleſſed ſervice, bind myſelf, 
By indiſſoluble and ſacred ties. 
Deliberately, freely, I hereby 
Confirm the promiſes, which, when baptiz'd, 
Were made for me, 1a thy moſt holy name. 
To thee I piouſly devote my all, 
And to thy conduct totally ſubmit. 
The vanities, and glories of the world, 
I now renounce ; and, as my happineſs, 
And everlaſting portion, thee I chooſe. 
Nothing beſides do I require of thee : 
Deny, or give me what thou wilt, O Lord, 
I never ſhall ungrateſully repine, 
While my chief treaſure is ſecur'd to me. 
Inis is my ſteadfaſt reſolution, which, 
By grace divine, I never will retract. 


O thou, by whoſe almighty pow'r alone, 


can be able to perform my vows, 
Put thou thy fear within me, that I may 


From thy commandments never more depart ! 


Let not the world, with all its flatterics, 


Nor death, nor hell, with all their terrors join'd, 
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Force me to violate this ſacred vow. 
Oh, let me never ſeparate from thee, 
Nor draw the irreligious, curſed breath, 
That would deny my kind, redeeming Lord! 


And now, let liſt'ning angels teſtify 
That unto thee I ſolemnly devote 
The faculties and powers of my ſoul : 
And when preſumptuouſly I employ, 
To thy diſhonour, O my ſov'reign King, 
Any of the endowments I poſſeſs, 
Swift witneſſes againſt me let them be, 
And let me be condemn'd by mine own words, 


Thus to thy gracious terms have I ſubſcrib'd, 
And have engag'd to be the Lord's alone. 
Therefore, againſt me, let the rage of fiends, 
And the malevolence of men, combine, 

Boldly I can their ſtratagems defy, 

For, God himſelf is now become my friend 
Jeſus my all-ſufficient Saviour is, 

And he will fend the Holy Ghoſt to be 

My Sanctifier, and my Comforter. 


O happy, happy day! tranſporting hour! 
The moſt illuſtrious period of my lite! 
With all its dazzling lights heav'n ſmiles on thee. 
. What glorious mortal can 1 envy now ? 


orce What 
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What ſcene could the whole univerſe diſplay, 
To raiſe ambition in my hallow'd breaſt ? 
Let glory call me, with her trumpet voice— 
Let pleaſure, with a ſofter eloquence, 

Strive to allure me—the enticing world, 

In all its ſplendour, but a trifle ſeems, 
While the eternal God my portion 1s, 

He's mine, by as infalliblę a claim 

As the divine veracity can give. 

The title is unqueſtionably ſure 
Unalterable the cqnveyance is, 

The mountains from their baſis ſhall remove, 
The everlaſting hills ſhall be diſſolv'd, 
Before this contract ſhall be diſannull'd. 
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VIII. A THANK-OrFERING FOR SAVING GRACE, 


_— thou the Lord, O my enraptur'd ſoul, 
And all within me bleſs his holy name ! 
Bleſs thou the Lord, and in remembrance keep 

His benefits, who hath redeem'd thy life 
Crown'd thee with loving-kindnels, peace, and joy, 
And brought thee out of the deep mire and clay, 
Sctting thy ſteadfaſt feet upon a rock, 

Breaking thy feticag off, and freeing thee 


From 
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From the oppreſſive tyranny of fin. 


A wretched ſlave I lay, pleas'd with my chains 


Fooliſhly fond of my captivity, 

Moſt fatally deluded, and undone, 
Till love, almighty love, deliver'd me, 
O bleſt effect of mercy undeſerv'd! 

I ſhall for ever ſtand a monument, 

A ſtriking monument of Jeſu's grace. 
To that alone entirely I aſcribe 

My ſoul's ſalvation, and I will rehearſe, 
Thro? all the ages of eternity, 

The mighty wonders of redeeming love, 
And tell to liſt'ning Cherubims around 


What grace, gratuitous, has done for me. 


I'll ſing the endleſs miracles of love 
That ſhall for ever be my lofty theme. 


My glorious Maker, worthy thou of praiſe, 
Vho didſt employ thy thoughts on ſuch a wretchy 


-reating me for immortality. 
ly birth has been allotted in a land 
nlighten'd with the rays of ſacred truth. 


might have been, with horrid, impious rites 


nvoking the accurſed pow'rs of hell, 


nitead of worſhipping the God of heav'n: 
Vhile thouſands are in theſe deluſions loft, 


have the goſpel of falvation heard. 


might have been of wicked parents born, 


And 
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And to their curſes an unhappy heir ; 

But from religious anceſtors I came, 

Unto whoſe ſeed thy bleſſings promis'd are, 
Thou didſt ſuſtain me, when I knew thee not —- 
And fince I knew thee, oh, how oft have I 
Rcbell'd againſt thy gentle government! 

Yet haſt thou borne with my ingratitude. 

Thy watchful providence ſurrounded me, 
Croſhng the means I took to damn myſelf. 
With mine own wiſhes'I have not been curs'd, 
Nor left in the poſſeſſion. of thoſe toys 

And vanities, which, fooliſhly, L once 

Preferr'd to all the treaſures of thy love. 

Thou didſt purſue me with thy profter'd graces 
When I was running from thee, with diſlike ; 
And I had fled for ever from my God, 

If patient goodneſs had not fled as faſt, 

Laid hold on me, and brought the wand'rer home, 


Oft have I griev'd thy Spirit—yet he ſtrove 
Wich my obdurate, and rebellious heart. 
Oh, 'tis a miracle I'm} not undone ! 
How many wretches have I ſeen deſtroy'd 
In thoſe enticing ſnares which I've eicap'd ! 
I once deſpiz'd the riches of thy grace, 
Like them, and I, with them, had been content 
To ſhare the ſorry portion of this world, 
Ii chou haqſt not, by thy reprated cally, 
Drawn 
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Drawn me to look for happineſs in thee, 
Why waft thou found of one who ſought thee not? 
Sarely, to mercy I'm indebted much. 


With wonder, and delight, I now look back 
On all the various methods of thy grace, 
Inguit'd in an abyſs of miſery, 

And ſinking in the ocean af my ſins, 

When no kind hand was near to pluck me out, 
Then thou didſt manifeſt thy pow'r and love. 
Never was grace more wonderful and free! 
Never was heart ſo obſtinate as mine, 

Except thy heart, more obltinate to ſave! 

How has it triumph'd o'er my ſtubborn will! 
How freely has it cancell'd all my guilt ! 


Had I the lealt pretenſiaus ta deſert, 

Could 1 have chalicug'd any thing from thee, 

The beuctit had leſs exalted been. 

Had human pride foundatian far the claim, 

My evil heart, of this advautage, ſoon 

Would have avail'd itſelf, and robb'd thee, Lord, 
Ot all the bonour due unto thy name; 

Vainly attributing the glorious work 

To nature's efforts, and ta rcaſon's paw*rs. 

But here the mouth of vanity is ſtopp'd— 

In the untathomable vaſt abyſs 

I'm lo—O height, O depth, O length and breadily 
Immeaſurable ! how unſearchablc | 
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Are all thy ways, thou boundleſs ſource of love, 
And thy myſterious paths paſt finding out! 


Here let me my eternal ſong begin, 
And honour, bleſſing, majeſty aſcribe 
To God, and to the Lamb upon the throne, 
Who waſh'd me. from my fins in his own blood 
From voluntary bondage ranſom'd me, 
Paying the price of his own life for mine, 
Infinite love! ſtupendous act of grace! 
Stand in aſtoniſhment, ye rolling ſkies! 


Bring hither your celeſtial tuncful harps, 
Ye beings, who, midſt heights of happineſs, 
Expreſs a kind regard for ſinful mau 
Teach me the ſtrains of immortality, 
The language that ye uſe in paradiſe. 
But oh! the tongues of Seraphims can ne'er 
Make known the debt which I my Saviour owe. 
From what a hopeleſs ſtate of miſery 
Haſt thou redeem'd me, O my bleeding God! 
From ignorance, from fin, from death, and hell! 
Nor here my glorious benefattor ſtaid, 
But ſtill went on to magnify his grace, 
Entitling me to an inheritance 
With ſaints in light, and an immortal crown— 
To rapturous fruition of himſelf, 


And all thoſe joys which from his preſence flow. 


Such 
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Such depths of bouu dieſs, unexhauſted Iovg 
Raiſe my amazement to its utmoſt height, 
O God, thy gracious name exalted ſtands 
Above the higheſt praiſe that I can give, 


AAA AAAAADAS 


IX. FEvipgNncet or SINCERE Love To Cos. 


F, O my bleſſed God, I love thee not, 
IT know not what I love If I of this 
Uncertain am, of my exiſtence, too, 
I am uncertain. If I love thee not, 
What can all theſe pathetic breathings mean ? 
„My God! my all! thou fountain of my life! 
„Spring of my happineſs ! my great reward! 
e. Object of my purſuit ! my joy ſupreme !”? 
Does not my melting heart attend my lips 
In all this language? But, how can it be, 
1 It I don't love thee from my inmoſt foul? 


If, O my bleſſed God, I love thee not, 
Why at thine abſence ſhould I always grieve ? 
Whence fprings this great anxiety of mind, 
And all thefe reſtleſs and intenſe deſires 
0 [eel the quick'ning powers of thy love? 
hy are all carth's enjoyments, without thee, 
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Flat and inſipid? What, without my God, 
Are riches, pleaſures, honours unto me ? 

A trifle the whole world I ſhould eſteem, 

Or, rather, my eternal detriment, 

If with the loſs of thee it muſt be bought, 
Better is thy benignity than life 

And all the happy moments I enjoy 

Are thoſe wherein I taſte thy pard'ning love. 
*Tis then I live—'tis then I'm truly bleſt — 
"Tis then I, with contemptuous ſmiles, look down 
On the poor entertainments of the world, 
And, with commiſerating ſighs, deplore 

Their dreadful want, who want the peace of God. 


In thoſe delightful ſeaſons, how ſerene 
Are all the regions of my loving ſoul! 
I have enough—1 cannot aſk for more. 
Can they e'er thirſt or languiſh for the ſtream, 
Who at the overflowing fountain drink? 

I've all the world, and more—1T've heav'n itſelf 
In thee—In thee I am completely bleſt, 

And can defy all the malignant pow'rs 

Of earth and hell to ſhake my happinefs, 
While thou doſt whiſper to my ſoul thy love. 
O bleſs'd ſtability of heart! O joy ſublime ! 
Haſt thou not often told me, thou art mine, 
By an inviolable bond, whene'er 
My tou! ſincctely gave itſelſ to thee! 


Does 
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Does not thy word aſſure me, that the hills 
And mountains ſhall remove, but that thy love 


Shall ne'er depart from them that truſt in thee ; 
Nor wilt thou break the cov'nant of thy peace ? 


Haſt thou not terminated my deſires, 
And fix'd my wand'ring wiſhes in thyſelf ? 
Is it for riches, honours, length of days, 
Or pleaſure, that I daily follow thee 
With importunities? Thou know'ſt that theſe 
Are not the ſubject of my ardent pray'rs. 
Do I theſe-toys e'er balance with thy love ? 
Oh, no! One cheering {mile of thine oblcures 
The moſt reſplendent glories they can ſhew. 
When my retir'd devotions thou doſt bleſo 
With thine enliv'ning preſence, I can wink 
All nature's beautics to deformity. 
When, in my contemplations, thee I meet, 
With ſcorn I on the leſs'ning world look back. 
How dazzling is thy beauty in mine eycs ! 
How dim the luſtre of the world to thine ! 
How dull are its amuſements, when compat d 
Wich the delight of intercourſe with thee ! 
« Stay”—1in thoſe happy moments. cries my ſoul, 
Stay, my Beloved——lay, bright Morning-Star, 
& Till all the duſky ſhadows diſappear, 
And the full blaze of day ſhines round my path, 
„Stay, till the gloomy aight of lite be patt, 

« Ang 
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& And clear eternity dawn on my foul.” 
There's nothing, in this barren wilderneſs, 
To entertain my thoughts, when thou art gone,. 
After theſe heav'nly feaſts, my appetite 

Can reliſh nothing which the earth affords, 


If, O my God, I love thee not, what meang 
This ſtrong impatient wiſh to be with thee ? 
How my ſoul fainteth for thy courts, O Lord 
Before thee, when, oh when ſhall I appear! 
Oh that I had the ſwift wings of a dove, 

Then would I flee away, and be at reſt! 


X. ASSURANCE OF SALVATION IN CHRIST JESUS, 


NTO thy hands, my dear Redeemer, 1 


Have put my treaſure, my immortal part— 
And, ſhall the prey be taken from the ! 


Or, ſhall a ſoul devoted unto thee, 


Become, at laſt, a ſacrifice to hell ? 


O bleſſed God, am I not thine ? and ſhall 
The temple of thy Spirit be profan'd ? 
Say, ſhall the lips that have ſo oft aſcrib'd 
Dominion, glory, majeſty to thee, 


— 
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Be with infernai blaſphemies defil'd, 

And the dire execrations of the damn'd ? 
Shall all the ſparks of love divine be quench'd, 
And everlaſting enmity ſucceed ? 

Shall I, who with thy favour once was bleſs'd, 
Be made the wretched. object of thy wrath ? 
Shall all the mighty things which thou haſt done 
For my now happy ſoul forgotten be ? 

Shall all my vows, and all thy promiſes 

Be blotted out, as if they ne'er were made ? 

'Tis all impoſſible Thou art not man 

That thou ſhould lie; nor wilt thou e'er forſake 
The helpleſs ſoul that caſts itſelf on thee, 


Thou art engag'd by thine own ſacred name 
For my ſecurity, my gracious God, 
My father's God, who haſt, from age to age, 
Our refuge been, our truſt, and dwelling-place, 
My godly parents, with baptiſmal vows, 
Solemnly dedicated me to thee, 
My infant-hands were early lifted up, 
And I ſoon learn'd to know my father's God. 
| with my hand have to the Lord ſubſcrib'd, 
And am by obligations wholly thine, 
Molt voluntary, and deliberate. 
The God of Jacob is my joyful choice, 
Yor need J fear to loſe my part in thee, 
While ns the heav'ns eſtabliſn'd js thy truth. 
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The Lord who made the ſkies, the earth, and ſea, 
And all that they contain, will never break 
His ſteadfaſt word, or make his promiſe void, 


Were my dependance fix'd upon myſelf, | 
1 ſhould inevitably be undone : 
The firſt temptation my reſolves would ſhake, 
And for a trifle I would weakly ſell 
Th' invaluable riches of thy love 
For momentary joys I'd fool away 
Immortal pleaſures; and a ſpecious cheat 
Would ſoon ſeduce me from the hopes I have 
To be with God in heav'n for ever bleſs'd. 
Tf thou forſake me, I ſhall quickly fall 
A victim to my own depravity, 
And periſh with th' ungodly multitude, 
But oh! the Strength of Iſrael is my hope 
The Mighty-One of Jacob my defence. 


Upon the Rock of ages do I build— 
The fix'd, immutable Divinity 
Is my high tower, refuge, help, and ſhield; 
My Saviour, my Redeemer, and my King. 
Tacſe were the glorious titles by which thou, 
At firlt, didſt ſatisfy my doubting ſoul. 
Oh ! theſe were the tranſporting names I knew 
And call'd thee by; and thou haſt anſwer'd them, 
Thro! all the ſhifting changes of my lite. 
3 I was 
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] was thy early care - thou didſt ſupport 

Ay helpleſs infancy ; and thou art ftili 
The watchful guide of my unſteady youth. 
Which way f{oc'er I turn, I'm fare to meet 
Thy mercy ; and I trace thy Providence. 
Long, thereftafe,. as 1 live, I will record 
Thy benefits, and on thy truth depend 
Thoſe benefits which have purſu'd me ſtill 
That truth whach never has deceiv'd me yet, 
And is engag'd to lead me to the end. 
Toyful aſſurance ! What ſecurity 
Can I aſk further? What more certain pledge 
Can be than the divine veracity ? 
From their broad baſis hills ſhall be remov'd — 
lands, and mountains flee away—but thou 
Wilt never break thy ſolemn covenant— 
That covenant which has been ſeal'd with blood 
The blood of the incarnate Son of God: 

ad in that holy myſtic ſacrament 
have receiv'd the pledges of thy love. 

o that communion thou didſt graciouſly 

ive me an invitation, and didſt there 

et me with favour moſt unmerited. 


& Fear not {thou ſaĩdſt) poor, trembling foul, for 1 


hem, Thy mighty Saviour, thy Redeemer am 
The hope of Ifrael—and in my great name 
| was I Shell all the nations of the earth be bleſs'd. 
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& I am long- ſuff ring, gracious, merciful, 

& Plenteous in goodneſs, and to anger ſlow, 

« This, mourning ſoul, is the endearing name 

By which I have reveal'd myſelf to men. 

6 I, the Meſſiah ſo long waited for, 

The glory of the Gentiles, Jacob's ſtar, 

© Came from the radiant throne of the third heav'ns, 
And, being found in faſhion as a man, 

« Fulfill'd all righteouſneſs, and ſhed my blood, 

« The ſinful race of Adam to redeem. 

« Able to ſave unto the uttermoſt 

„% I am, and willing—therefore, whoe'er comes 

% To me, I will in no wiſe caſt him out. 

* Fear not—lI have towards thee thoughts of peace; 
% And, by theſe viſible exterior ſigns 

© Of my bruis'd body, and my blood pour'd forth, 
6 I ſeal my love to thine immortal ſoul. 

Take here th' aſſurances I give of heav'n— 

0 The pledges of eternal happineſs.” 


© It is enough (reply'd my raviſh'd ſoul) 
Divide the world as ſeemeth good to thee— 
„Let men unenvy'd its delights poſſeſs : 
Thy love is all I crave—I'm bleſs'd with that, 
« And happily anticipate the joys 
Of paradiſe; and ev'ry place is heav'n, 
„% While my beloved's mine and I am his. 
If all the monarchs, who, with pow'r ſupreme, 
« o- 
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«© Govern the wide dominions of the globe, 
« Should offer each his boaſted diadem, 
« I would not quit thy favour for them all, 

« But would reſign theſe trifles with contempt— 
© The world's a toy, while I can call thee mine. 
Let God and angels witneſs for me now, 

* That I renounce the world, and chooſe thy love, 
“ As my beſt portion—that I ſacrifice 

My darling fins to thee : and ſolemnly 

Jo thy bleſs'd ſervice conſecrate myſelf.” 


Thus did I join myſelf unto the Lord— 
And thus didſt thou moſt graciouſly vouchſaf 
To ſeal the privileges to my ſoul 
Of the new covenant—Oh ! let not time 
Ever obliterate the ſacred deed ! 

But, in the volumes of eternity, 
Let it be written! Let it be engrav'n 
In deſtiny's unalterable books 
There let the articles recorded ſtand, 
And be in everlaſting mem'ry held! 


qS$$3$++$+ $+++ 


XI. Trov ART My GoDs 


GOD, thou art my God ! Thou art the ſpring, 
The boundleſs ſpring of thine own happineſs, 
And thy deſires all centre in thyſelf. 
C 3 Immu- 
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Immutable, and infinitely pure 
Thou art—and in thy holineſs conſiſts 

Thy bleſſædneſs and glory: but that thow 
Art my redeeming God, it is from thence 
Flows all my conſolation, and my hape. 
This glorious and tranſcendent privilege 

Is, all my dignity, and all my boaſt. 


Thou art my God, and I will ſhout thy praiſe— 
My tather's God, and I will thee exalt. 
Jehovah liveth ! Bleſſed be my Rock! 

Oh let the God of my ſalvation be 

Extoll'd by all the ſaints in heav'n and earth! 
Thy favour's better than the lite itſelf, 
Therefore, my joytul lips ſhall laud thy name. 


I enjoy all things in poſſeſſing thee 
I find no want, no emptineſs within. 
My wiſhes are all anſwer'd to the tull, 
And my deſires appeas'd, when I believe 
My title to thy favour is, ſecur'd. 
Whatcver tempeſts howl around my head— 
Whatever darkneſs mtercepts my views, 
Yet when I cry, ** Thou art my Cod, the ſtorms 
Sink to a calm—the darkneſs vaniſhes. 
I find my expectations from the world 
Are diſappointed, and my friends are falſe. 
So that dependance upon man is Vain ; 


But 


But 
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But ſtill chou art my God, and my ſtrong tow'r, 


My rock, my never-failing confidence, 

My everlaſting portion, and my reſt. 
Againſt me death and hell diſcharge their darts, 
But, with a heavenly tranquillity, 

I cry, Thou art my God—I dwell on gh 
For, the munition of unſhaken rocks - 

Is my ſecure defence, and hiding place. 


O Lord, I firmly anchor all my hopes. 
On the foundation of thy faithful word. 
While thou art mine, what ſhall excite my fear ? 
For, can Omanipotence be overcome? 
Or, can almighty power be oppos'd ? 
When this can happen, then, and not till then, 
Shall I want ſaccour and ſecurity 
Then ſhall my confidence, and not till then, 
Be ſhaken, and my hopes be overthrown. 


Thou art my Cod Let me again repeat 
The glorious accents—the delightful ſounds! 
Let me, a thouſand and a thouſand times, 
Reiterate them—It is rapture all, 
And harmony! What more melodious note 
Could angels ſing, or play, with tongues, or harps ! 
What but theſe rapturous, tranſporting words 
Impart the emphaſis to all their joys ! 
On this they dwell—'tis their eternal theme 
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Trau art my God! Like me, each ſeraph boaſts 
Ih' illuſtrious propriety, and owes 

His happineſs to thoſe important words. 

In them unbounded pleaſures are compris'd— 
Yea, paradiſe itſelf is here deſcrib'd- 

All that the tongues of mortals can declare 
Of heav'nly bleſſedneſs is here contain'd. 


My God, my all-ſufficient good, in thee 
My moſt enlarg'd deſires are ſatisfy'd, 
And all my pow'rs rejoice in thy dear name. 
I triumph in my God—Let others boaſt 
Of what they will, and vainly pride themſelves 
In the ſecurity that earth can give— 
Let them in honours place their confidence, 
Or in their wealth, or in their num'rous friends: 
I all reliance on theſe broken reeds 
Renounce, and glory only in my God. 
From him alone my joys ſhall take their riſe, 
And run their everlaſting rounds, beyond 
The boundaries of all created things. 
When death ſhall take away all other props, 
Neceſſitating me to quit my claim 
To all I valu'd here, I in my God 
A property unchangeable ſhall have— 
Immovable ſhall that engagement ſtand, 
When I hall loſe my hold of all things elſe. 
When human glones take their flight, I then 


Sha! 


Sha! 
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Shall bid them all adien, and joyfully 
Breathe out my ſoul in this triumphant ſong, 
+ Thou art my God, and mine inheritance, 

« My everlaſting portion— Neither death 

% Nor hell ſhall ſeparate me from thy love.“ 


Thou art my God—Let me, if poſſible, 
Mete the extent of my felicity— 
Let me ſurvey my vaſt inheritance— 
Let me on its dimenſions ruminate. 
O wond'rous height! O depth! O length, and breadth 
Immeaſurable ! I have all that's worth 
Pollefdling in the world—Thou art my God, 


What have I utter'd ? Is mortality 
Permitted to expreſs theſe daring words ? 
Can Adam's race ſuch high pretenſions claim? 
Why, thou thyſelf haſt nothing more to give ? 
Thou, who, to all thy creatures, art the ſource 
Of joy, and bleſs'd ſupremely in thyſelf. 
Fountains of pleaſure from thy preſence flow— 
At thy right-hand are joys for evermore. 
Immortal life and happineſs proceed 
From thee; and they are, conſequently, bleſs'd, 
Vho with thy favour are encompaſs'd round. 
hou art Heir God, and thou art my God, too, 
ad wilt be ſo, when time ſhall be no more. 
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The world is droſs, with all its gliit'ring charms 
Its ſnarcs and gay temptations can't ſeduce. 
Creatures no more of entity can boaſt 
Earth's beauties have no beauties now for me. 
The ſtreams, the hills, the -groves, the fun, the ſtars 
Are vaniſh'd, and my God is all in all. 
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B REAK, break, inſenſible, obdurate heart! 
Let ſhame, and dire conſuſion cover me, 
And darkneſs, black as ray own crimes, ſurroune 
Aly guilty head! Lord, what a wretcham 1! 
What a vile ſinner ! hateful to myſelf, 

For ſo ungrateſully offending thee ! 

Then, how much more deteſtable maſt I 

Be in thy ſight, whom I've offended thus! 

Oh, why have I provak'd the God on whom 
Depends the breath I eviry moment draw— 
The God by whom I was from nothing rais'd 
To mental pow'rs, and immortality, 
Agd-render'd capable of joys in heav'n-— 


The 
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The 
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The God, whoſe goodneſs has run parallel 1 
With my exiſtence - who has kept me ſaſe 

Amidſt a thouſand ſnares, and ſav'd me from 

The dreadful ruin which I us'd to court ? 


How often, from the very gates of hell, 
Has he brought back my ſoul, and reſcu'd me 
From the tremendous wages of my ſin, 
When there was but a dying groan, but one 
Faint ſigh between me and eternal death! 
When human ſuccour fail'd, and mournful friends 
Were taking their farewell, and ev'ry hope 
Forſook me, and the king of terrors ſtood 
Ready to ſnatch me hence—to God I cry'd, 
Out of the depths of mis'ry and deſpair— 
I cry'd, and he inclin'd his gracious ear, 
And from the op'ning grave redeem'd my life : 
He brought my feet out of the miry clay, 
Ard ſet them on a rock, immovable. 
A thouſand inſtances could I recount 
Of the Lord's goodneſa, all to my own ſhame. 


Could I look on thee as mine enemy, 
I might forgive myſelf; but when I know 
Thou haſt ſo often prov'd thyſelf my friend, 
My tender father, my deliverer, 
The author of my life and happineſs, 


Good God | in what a light do I appear 
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What a ſtrange monſter of ingratitude, 
With ſins moſt heinous to requite thy love! 
Could I accuſe thee of ſeverity, 
Or call thy ſtatutes rig'rous and unjuſt, 
Then I had ſome excuſe; but, reaſon there 
Puts me to ſilence, forcing an aſſent 
To all thy laws, as holy, juſt, and good. 
But oh! t'increaſe my guilt, I have tranfgreſs'd 
The ſacred rules which I ſo much approve! 
I have provok'd the juſtice which I fear— 
chell'd againſt the God whom I adore. 
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Yet there are higher aggravations ſtil! 
Of mine iniqaity for, I have ſinn'd * 
Againſt unparallel'd benignity. 1 
Here of my folly lies the emphaſis-— , 
'Tis this which ſtrongly marks my miſery. 
May I not ſay, the ſenfe of this excites 
As much tormenting anguiſh as the fear 
Ot loſing heav'n or ſinking into hell? 

Thy tender love, and all thine acts of grace, 
Formerly pleaſing ſubjects of my thoughts, \ 
| Are now my terrot, upon this account. b. 
The titles of an enemy and judge 

| Scarce ſound more painful to my ears, than thoſe 
| Of x kind benefactor, and a friend, 

Whick aggravate ſo ſhamefully my guilt. 

Thoſe facred names confound, and tertify ” | - 
1 My 
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Ay ſoul, hecauſe they furniſh conſcience with wy 
Reproaches the moſt poignant and ſevere. . 


The thoughts of ſuch beneficence abus'd, | 
Such loving-kindnels lighted, ſeem to mne. | 
Almoſt as inſupportable as thoſe | 
Of thy diſpleaſure and vindictive wrath, | 
Where ſhall I turn? U. pwards I dare not look—a,. | | 
The ſun, the moon, the 1 ppbraid me there. : | 
It I look downward, fields and fountains take 188 | 
Their Maker's part; and hea" n and earth conſpite i 
Greatly to heighten mine enormity, : 
Thoſe common bleſſings tell me, bounteous Tord, 3 | 
How much I am indebted to thy love 
But when thy ſpecial favours I recall, 
! am confounded, utterly with theſe. 
What num'rous inſtances could I recount f 
Nor has my obſtinate rebellion yet 
it up the lowing fountain of thy grace: 
For yet I breathe—and yet I live—I iive | " 
i':mplore a pardon—heav'n is open Kill, ll; 
nd the Almighty's throne acceſſible. a | " 
Put, with what confidence can I approach? | 


hat argutnents, or motives, can I urge, 
But luch as render me more culpable 7 


hall T thy former pity urge, and all 
/ paſt indulgence ? This were but to plead 
C 7 Again it 
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Againſt myſelf—and yet thy clemency, 

That clemency I have ſo oft abus'd, 

Is the beſt argument that I can bring— 

Thy grace and clemency which ſtand reveal'd 
In Jeſus Chriſt, thy well-beloved Son, 

The Mediator between God and man. 


To what a paſs am I by fin reduc'd! 
What words are beſt adapted to my caſe? 
Pardon my fin, O Lord, for, it is great. 
Surpriſing argument! yet this will yield 
An everlaſting theme to praiſe thy grace 
And magnify thy goodneſs ; and will add 
An emphaſis to all my grateſul ſongs, 
And tune my harp to endleſs harmony. 
With me the ranſom'd of the Lord ſhall join, 
While this ſtupendous inſtance of thy love 
Excites thetr wonder, and my gratitude : 
Thus ſhall thy glorious name exalted be. 


O Lord, permit a worthleſs worm to plead 
A little with thee—ſay, what honour can 
Accrue to thee from my eternal death ? 

What profit, or what triumph canſt thou gain, 
By my perdition, O thou Lord of hoſts? 
Mercy's thy bright, thy darling attribute! 
This gives thee all thy beauty, and completes 
Thy matchleſs, thy ſurpaſling lovelineſs. 
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By names of kindneſs and indulgence, thou 
Haſt choſen to reveal thyſelf to men. 

By titles moſt endearing thou haſt, oft, 
Made thyſelf known to my exuking ſoul— 
Titles thou doſt not yet diſdain, but fill 
Art pitiful, and ready to forgive. 


But that thou haſt once pardon'd, or wilt now 
Pardon my guilt, only enhances it. 
And wilt thou, O my God, indeed forgive ? 
Wilt thou remit my debts ? Wilt thou reſtore 
The privileges I have forfeited? 
Tranſcendent goodneſs! Moſt amazing love 
Oh, let me never live, indulgent God, 
Again to ſhew my baſe ingratitude ! 
Oh, let me never live to break my vows— 
My penitential vows ! but let me die, 
Ere that unhappy moment ſhall arrive! 
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XIII. Tur ABSsENCE of GOD on EARTH. 


\ \ T HAT is damnation ? What is hell, O Lord, 


But an excluſion from thy preſence ? Tis 
The want of that which gives th'infernal pit 
lis terrifying horrors. What is heav'n? 
* C8 What 
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What are the joys of angels, but the views 


Of Majeſty upon a throne of grace ? 


What but thy ſmiles, and thy complacence are 


The {prings of their immortal ecſtacies ? 


Without the light of thy ſweet countenance, 
What privilege can my exiſtence be? 
What canſt thou give thyſelf, to countervail 
The infinite, irreparable loſs ? 
Could all the empty bonours, all the wealth, 
And taſteleſs pleaſures of this lower world, 
Afford a recompence, commenſurate ? 
Ah, no! Not all the glories of the earth 
Could ſatisfy my ſoul, while wanting thee, 
Let the licentious, proud, and covetous, 
Theſe trifles ſhare among themlelves—they can 
No comfort give to my dejetted thoughts. 


There was a time (but, ah ! that happy time 


Is paſs'd—thoſfe bliſsful moments gone!) when 1 


Could call thee, with a modeſt confidence, 
My father, my almighty friend, my guide, 
My hope, and my excecding-great reward: 
But now thoſe high advantages are loſt— 


Thoſe ſoul-tranſporting proſpects are withdrawn, 


And to my trembling heart thou doſt no more 
Appear, but as a ſin-avenging God, 
As à conſuming fire, a judge twee, 
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A potentate that's inacceſſible, 

An enemy, all pow'rful to deſtroy— 

And who ſhall pluck me from thy ſtrong right-hand? 
Where ſhall I find a ſhelter from thy wrath ? 

What ſhades can ſkreen me from thy piercing ſight ? 
One glance from thee would kindle into day 

The thickeſt darkneſs—Thine alk-ſearching eyes 

Can penetrate the fable veil of night. 


But, will the Lord for ever caſt me off? 
Will he no longer favourable be? 
tas God, indeed, forgotten to be kind? 
Will he my ſupplications {till ſhut out, 
And muſt I never fee my Maker's face? 
Oh, muſt I never meet thoſe {miles, that fi!! 
The heav'nly hoſts with joys unſpeakable— 
Thoſe gracious {miles which lighten paradiſe, 
And make one everlaſting day above? 
In vain, then, have mine eyes beheld the lig“: 
In vain am I endu'd with faculties 
Of reaſon, and immortal principles. 
What but eternal curſes will they prove, 
If I muſt never lee the face of God ? 


Is it a dream ? Or, do I really hear 
The voice of my Beloved whilp'ring peace ? 
Behold | he cometh, !kipping on the hills, 
Ard l:aping on the mountains, like a roe. 
Cg Long 
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Long have I waited, with anxiety, 

For thee, as they that for the morning Wait; 
And far more welcome, Lord, are thy returns 
Than ſpringing day-light after tedious night — 
More welcome far than eaſe is to the ſick, 

Than reſt is to the weary traveller, 

Than water is to him that's faint with drought, 
Without thee I was wretched, and undone— 


In vain, while thou wert abſent, earth hath try'd 


To entertain me—All it could preſent 

Was but like filly jeſts to dying men, 

Or like amuſements to the damn'd in hell. 
Upon thy ſmiles alone my peace depends : 
Wanting thy favour, I ſhould cven ſigh 

For happineſs in paradiſe itſelf. 

Better than life thy loving-kindnefs 15— 
And, if a taſte of it can thus traniport, 

What ecſtacies ſhall I experience, when 

I drink. my fill of thofe pure ſtreams of blils, 
Which flow from thy right hand for evermore* 


But, when, ch when ſhall this delightful day 

Of viſion be? When ſhall my happy ſoul 

Be loft in love? Oh, when ſhall I beho!d 
The face of God without a vcil between? 

'Tis true; the clements of bread and wine 
Impart thy virtual preſence to iny foul, 

But to my ſenſe Mill uareveal'd thou art. 

Ir is, tho” a great, is an imer fett li. — 
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The ſhadow for the ſubſtance I would change? 


My ſoul a more exalted pitch would fly, 
And view thee in the heights of majeſty. 
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XIV. BANISUMENT FROM CoD FOR EVER. 


" D EPART from me, ye curſed”'—Gracious G04, 


Oh, let me never hear thoſe dreadful words 


Pronounc'd againſt me! With what terror would 


That ſentence pierce my agonizing heart, 
Since even now it thunders in mine ears! 
Oh, rather finiſh, with one potent word, 
My very being! Let me be reduc'd 
To nothing, as from nothing I firſt came! 
To be for ever haniſh'd from thy face, 
And curs'd with immortality, oh, who, 
Who can ſuſtain th' intolerable doom! 
O dreadful ſtate of black deſpair! to find 
Myſelf remov'd from God, my God, and fix'd 
Where I muſt never, never taſte his love, 
Nor fee the light of his ſweet countenance! 
Unutterable woe ! There is no hell 
Beyond it—Surely, baniſhment from God 
ls the profoundeſt depth of miſery. 
Blacknefs 
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Blatknefs of darkneſs, and eternal night 

Muſt neceſſarily involve a ſoul | 
Irrevocably from thy preſence driv'n. 

What life, what joy, what hope is to be found, 
Where thou art not? No words can ever paint 
My thoughts of ſuch a melancholy ſtate. 

Oh, let me never be reſerv'd for that 

Rather let looſe the thunder of thy p-5w'r, 
And totally annihilate my frame. 


« Depart from thee! Where ſhould I go from 


thee ? 
To utter darkneſs ? That would nothing add 
To his dire pangs who is from thee exil'd. 
Aſter that fearful doom, without conſtraint, 
I ſhould look out for ſhades as dark as hell, 
Being moſt ſuitable to my deſpair ; 
And, in the horrors of eternal night, 
Gnaſhing my teeth, bewail the dreadful loſs. 


The thoughts of forfeited felicity 
Would make celeſtial day unbearable. 
The light of paradiſe, without thy love, 
Could not exhilarate Angelic ſongs 
Would but increaſe my anguiſh, and torment 
With ſcenes of bliſs which I mull never taſte. 
The ſight of thine exalted ſavourites, 
The glories of thy courts, would but excite 


My 
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My envy, and with madneſs fill my mind, 
While I could only look upon myſelf 
As the mark'd object of thine endleſs Wrath: 
Nor could the fineſt harmony of heav'n 
Allay th' embitt'ring horror of that thought, 


The weeping, and the wailing of the damn'd, 
The gloom of the internal pit, would be 
Much more adapted to my pungent grief. 
There to the cries of the tormented ghoſts, 
And to the ſound of howling tempelits, I 
Might join my wild complaints —bemoan the loſs 
Of heav'nly bliſs, and my own folly curſe. 
But all the plagues below (if I might ſpeak 
My preſent thoughts) ſhould not extort from me 
A blaſphemous reflection on my God: 
For, I deſerve eternal miſery— 
And, ev'n in hell, I think I ſhould confeſs 
The juſtice of the Judge who {ent me there, 
Thy long-experienc'd goodneſs, I ama ture, 
Should ſilence my upbraidings, and leave thee, 
To all eternity, unblemiſh'd with 
Thc imputation of ſeverity. 1 


But oh! remembrance of thy former love 4 
Would the moſt poignant agonies create. 
What exquiſite remorſe would fill my heart, 


Recalling thoſe bleſs'd moments hen thou / didſt 
Cheer 


— 58 J 


Cheer with thy preſence my entreating ſoul! 
After the taſte of viſitations ſweet, 

How bitter would the dregs of thy wrath be! 
After the entertainment of thy ſmiles, 

How could I bear the fierceneſs of thy frowns ! 


If I muſt loſe thy favour, what that word 
Imports, oh, let me totally forget ! 
For ever from my mem'ry blot the joys 
Awaken'd by the ſenſe of love divine! 
Let not a veſtige on my ſoul remain 
Of all the ſacred tranſports I have felt ! 


But muſt I, into everlaſting fire, 
Depart from thee ? Double, and dreadful curſe ! 
And yet, infernal darkneſs, chains, and flames, 
(if of ſuch awful things I now can judge) 
Would be leſs formidable than the ſenſe 
Of thoſe loſt comforts. That loſs would endure 
No after-thought—but the review would be 
For ever painful, inſupportable : 
The ages of eternity could ne'er 
Leſſen the keen regret—'twould ſtill excite 
New, and unutterable pangs; and rack 
My mind with all the horrors of deſpair. 


O bleſſed God, commiſerate that ſoul 
Whoſe greateſt, ſharpeſt terror is the doom 


Of 


Of 
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Of an eternal baniſhment from thee ! 

Into the cloſeſt, holieſt union draw 

My ſpirit to thyſelf! and let me here 

Commence that joyful fellowſhip with thee, 
Which neither death nor judgment ſhall deſtroy, 
Nor everlaſting ages terminate! 


„% %% %% %%% 


XV. Tux GLorxy or Govb, id His Works or 
CaEATION, PROVIDENCE, AND REDEMPTION. 


M Y being flows immediately from thee— 
Should I not, then, my great Creator praiſe ? 
The breath which I laſt drew from thee I had, 
And thou, this moment, doſt ſuſtain my life, 
And on thy pleaſure doth the next depend, 
The glory of my nature 'tis, to know, 
And all my happineſs, to celebrate, 
And to adore my great Original. 
But oh! Supreme of all things, how art thou 
To be extoll'd by mortal man! I ſay 
Unto corruption, “ Thou my father art,” 
And to the worms, Ye my brethren are.” 
My life 1s nothing before thee—but thou 
Art {till the ſame, and thy years never fail, 
From eveilaſting thou haſt been my God, 
Th' im- 
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Th' immutable, incomprehenſible 
Divinity! The ſtrains of paradiſe, 

And all the flights of heav'nly eloquence 
Cannot ſufficiently ſet forth thy praiſe. 
The firſt-horn ſons of light bewilder'd ore, 
While thy perfections they inveſtigate, 

In bliſsful wonder, filent ecitacy, 

They caſt their crowns before thy throne, whilſt thoy 
Art with unutterable ſplendour veil'd. 
The glorious, ever-bleſſed Deity 

Is comprehended by himſelf alone. 


Who can conceive the greatneſs of that pow'r 
Which, out of nothing, for a riſing world, 
Materials brought ; and, from chaotic gloom, 
Bade the harmonious univerſe appear. 

6 Confuſion heard the voice, and wild uproar 
© Stood rul'd—ſtood vaſt infinity confin'd,” 


At thy beheſt, the pillars of the ſky 
Were fram'd, and all its beauteous arches rais'd, 
Thy breath adorn'd the moon with filver rays, 
Kindled the ſtars, and gave the flaming ſun 
Its glorious ſplendour, and magnificence. 
Thou for the waters didſt prepare their bed 
Capacious, and didſt by thy pow'r ſet bounds 
To the fierce raging billows of the ſea, 
By thee, the vallies, in their flow'ry pride, 
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Were cloth'd, and tow'ring mountains crown'd with 
groves. 

In all the viſible and wonderful 

Effects of nature, we thy pow'r confeſs. 

Thou uttereſt thy voice in thunder-peals, 

And thy fork'd lightning ſcatteteſt abroad. 

Thou rideſt on the ſwift wings of the wind, 

And foreſts tremble, and the mountains ſhake, 

When thou appeareſt in thy majeſty. 

Summer and winter, day and night are thine, 

* Theſe are thy glorious works, Parent of good 

* Almighty, thine this univerſal frame: 

% Thus wond'rous they—thyſelf how wond'rous 
* then!“ 


But, if. thou art thus glorious in thy works, 
Oh, what muſt thine eſſential greatneſs be! 
If the diſcov'ries of thy mighty pow'r 
And matchleſs wiſdom, thus delightful are, 
How muſt thine acts of goodneſs captivate! 
From thee each living thing receives its breath, 
And, by thy word, are all upheld in life. 
To the leaſt worm thy providence extends— 
Thy tender care is over all thy works. 
Thou feedeſt the young ravens, when they cry, 
And for the lions doſt provide their prey. 
Thou ſcattereſt thy bleſſings all around, 


Wich moſt unbounded liberality. h 
Bu: 
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Bat, man, refractory, ungrateful man, 
Partakes more largely thy beneficence. 

Thou on the evil, thankleſs, and unjuſt, 
Sendelt thy rain, and mak'ſt thy ſun to ſhine 
For, mercy is thy darling attribute. 


As Maker and Preſerver of mankind, 
Gloriouſly manifeſt art thou, O Lord! 
But much more gloriouſly art thou reveal'd, 
As reconciling, by thy dear Son's blood, 
Rebellious enemies unto thyſelf, 
Here thy good-will to Adam's race diſplays 
Its brighteſt ſplendour here thou doſt diſcloſe 
Thy moſt endearing titles, The Lord God, 
** Gracious, and merciful, long-ſuffering, 
*« Pienteous in truth and goodneſs, rich in grace.“ 
Oh, how unſearchable are all thy ways ! 
None can unto perfection find thee out. 
Infinite depths of love! by human tongues 
Never to be expreſs'd! and yet, ſhould man 
Be mute, the ſtones themſelves would then cry out, 
And the inanimate creation find 
A voice to cenſure his ingratitude. 


* 


XVI. LoxG 


it, 


NG 


1 63 4 


233.598.8085 8.8. c . U 8 54.6 IS 


XVI. Loxcix c rox THE Cominc or Curisrt. 


ORD Jeſus, come come quickly oh, come 
now ! 
Leſt I grow weary, thro” defeated hopes, 
And even murmur at thy long delay. 
I'm tired with theſe earthly vanities, 
And more unentertaining, ev'ry day, 
More weariſome, and taſteleſs, grows the world, 
Now it has loſt its charms, and finds my heart 
Inſenſible to all its blandiſhments. 
Theſe tranſitory glories now I view 
With great indiff rence, yea, with cold contempt, 
Inſpir'd, by lively, realizing faith, 
With nobler proſpects, and with vaſter hopes. 
I ſee the promis'd land, and ev'ry day 
Brings me ſtill nearer the inheritance 
Reſerv'd for me in heav'n. Then ſhall I ſee 
My God, and live—and, face to face, behold 
My conqu'ring Saviour, my triumphant King, 
And in his favour find immortal life. 


Ye hours and day s, cut ſhort your tedious rounds— | 


Ye months and years (if ſuch allotted be 
For me, in this deteſted, barren world) 
| With 
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With haſty revolution roll along— 

I languiſh with impatience to be gone. 

Nothing on earth have I to linger for— 

My hope, my reſt, my treaſure, and my joys 

Are all above; and, for the courts of heav'n, 
long, 1 faint, in this dry, thirſty land, 

Where there is no refreſhment for the ſoul. 

How long ſhall I ſojourn in Kedar's tents ? 

How long in wicked Meſhec muſt I dwell ? 

When ſhall I reach my everlaſting home ? 

When ſhall the tireſome journey of this life 

Be at an end, and I arrive at heav'n ? 

My heart, my wiſhes are already there— 

My farewell to delay no ties I have— 

An unacquainted pilgrim here I live— 

A ſtranger, diſtant from my native place. 


My friends are gone before me—and are now 
Chanting their ſongs of triumph in the ſkies— 
Poſſeſs'd of the rewards of victory. 

With joy the field of battle they ſurvey, 

Where they were brought off more than conquerors. 
Having for ever vanquiſh'd death and hell, 

Endleſs tranquillity they now enjoy : 

While I, encompaſs'd with a thouſand ſnares, 

And weary'd out with never-ceaſing toil, 

Uneadſtily maintain the Chriſtian fight; 

Till active faith ſteps in, and, ſhewipg me 


Th' im- 
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Th' immortal crown, bids me freſh courage take, 
Aſſuring me I ſhall o'ercome, at laſt. 
It ſays, that for the righteous light is ſown, 
And gladneſs for the men of heart ſincere. 
It tells me, with convincing evidence, 
That my Redeemer liveth, and ſhall ſtand, 
At the laſt day, upon the earth—and though, 
Atter my ſkin, this body worms deftroy, 
Yet in my fleſh ſhall I ſee God, whom ! 
Stall for myſelf behold, and not another, 
Although my reins within me be conſum'd. 
Amen—ev'n ſo, Lord Jeſus! quickly come ! 
This muſt be ſtill the language of my ſoul— 
Theſe my impatient breathings aſter thee, 
Till in thy majeſty thou doſt appear. 
My heart will pine for thee, the living God, 
Till thy complete ſalvation I ſhall fee. 


Lord, grant me, as an hireling, to fulfil 
My day— fhorteu the ſpace, and let it be 
Of action full. *Tis of ſmall conſequence 
How few the circles are of days and hours, 
So they are with devotion well fill'd up, 
Aud with the duties that belong to man. 
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Sangean dend 


XVII. SEEKING AFTER AN ABSENT Cop. 


()* be not angry, Lord, and I, who am 
But duſt and aſhes, will preſume to ſpeak ! 
Wherefore doſt thou withdraw thyſelf from me, 
And ſuffer me to follow thee in vain ? 

If I'm with thine immenſity enclos'd, 

Why am I thus inſenſible of thee ? 

If thou art preſent ev'ry where, oh, why 

Do I not find thee ? In the temple, where 

I us'd to meet thee, I inquire for thee. 

There I have oft diſcover'd and purſu'd 

The traces of thy majeſty and grace— 

But ah! thoſe viſions bleſs my fight no more. 

I in my cloſet ſearch for thee, where 1 

Have call'd upon thy glorious name, and oft 
Have heard the ſacred whiſpers of thy voice— 
With that celeſtial converſation, which, 

Time after time, hath charm'd my raviſh'd ſoul, 
I'm charm'd no more—1I liltea—but, alas! 

No more I hear thoſe gentle, joytul ſounds. 

I pine and languiſh, but thou fleeſt me 

I wither, in thine abſence, as a plant, 


With drooping head, for the reviving ſun. 


This 
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This diſmal darkneſs when wilt thou diſperſe ? 
Oh, when before thee ſhall the ſhadows flee ; 
When ſhall the cheerful glory of thy grace 
Dawn on my mind, at thy belov'd approach ? 
I ſhall revive at thy enliv'ning light— 

My ſpirits ſhall confeſs the preſent God. 

My griefs, and doubts ſhall vaniſh before thee, 
And joys immortal ſhall ſurround my ſoul. 


Where thou art preſent, heav'n and happineſs 
Enſue—hell and damnation fill the breaſt 
Where thou art abſent—While my God withdraws, 
I'm compaſs'd round with darkneſs and deſpair 
With an uncomfortable luſtre ſhine 
The ſun and ſtars—the faces of my friends 
Grow weariſome—the ſmiles of angels would 
Attempt in vain to cheer my fainting foul : 
grow a ſtran ger to tranquillity— 
Then, peace and joy to me are empty ſounds, 
\nd words without a meaning. Tell me not 
Of glory, pleaſure—there are no ſuch things, 
Without my God. While he abſents himlclt, 
Vhat ſatisfation can theſe trifles give? 
All that amuſes mankind are but dreams 
OH happineſs— fantaſtic ſemblances, 
and ſhades. What compenſation can they make 
for a departed good, that's infinite? 
Ul nature's glories can't repair my loſs— 
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In vain would heav'n and earth their treaſures give: 


Not all the kingdoms of this lower world, 
Nor all the thrones of cherubims above 
Could recompence me ſor an abſent God, 


Where can my pungent ſorrows find redreſs ? 
Whence can I draw my comfort, when the ſpring 
Of joy ſeals up its recreating ſtream ? 

Hopeleſs is all my grief, till he return— 

I ſhall be unacquainted with content— 

My night, without him, ne'er will ſee a dawn, 
But to eternal darkneſs ſhall extend. 

Had I all things within creation's bounds 

To gratify my ſenſes, ſtill kts frowns 

Would blaſt their ſmiles, embitter all their ſweets. 
Unreconcil'd to God, my foul would be 

At variance with itſelf for evermore. 


Ev'n now, while I believe thy glory hid 
From me but with a tranſient eclipſe 
While eagerly for thy return I wait, 

As for the dawning day, my ſoul endures 
Pangs incxpreſſible, at the delay. 

The minutes ſeem to linger, an the days 
Are lengthen'd into ages—But, O Lord, 
What keener anguiſh ſhould I feel, did I 
Imagine thou hadſt left me totally 

Did I ſuppole thy glory would no more 
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Ariſe upon my ſoul ? My ſpirits fail 

At the tdea—for, I cannot bear 

The dreadful apprehenſions of my God 

For ever gone. Oh, ſurely, it is hell 

In its moſt horrid proſpect black deſpair, 
Eternal darkneſs, the undying worm, 

And irremediable detriment ! 

Compar'd to this, oh, what were all the plague; 
That earth or hell could threaten, or invent? 
What 1s diſgrace, and poverty, and pain ? 

Or, what is all that mortals fear on earth, 
Whether they're real evils, or fuppos'd ? 
They're nothing, when contraſted with the dread 
Excited by the thought of loling God. 


O thou, who art my ſoul's ſupreme delight, 
My treaſure inexhauſtible, my all, 
My richeſt portion, can I part with thee ? 
See without light I may—breathe without air, 
Much ſooner than be happy without God. 
tappine's, ſeparate from thee, would be 
contradiction— for, I fcel a flame 
aich no created thing can fatisfy— 
An emptineſs which only can be fill'd 
by love immeaſurable, infinite, 
| muſt find thee, or weary myſelſ ſtill 
ln the eternal ſearch—no obſtacle 
\281] right me hack—no pleaſure ſhall divert 
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My ardent ſoul from the intenſe purfuit. 

My patience nothing ſhall relieve, or ſoothe 

My heav'n, my all depends on the ſucceſs. 

Then, ſhew me where thou art, my gracious God 
Conduct me to thy preſence—let thy love 

Confine my ſoul for ever to thylelt. 
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XVIII. Ayrrrtats To God CONCERNING THE 
SUPREMACY OF LovI To Him. 


HENE'ER I ceaſe to love thee, O my God, 
And to adore thee, let me ceaſe to live. 
When I forget thee, let each pleaſing thought 
Be from my memory for ever raz'd— 
Let me forget the name of happineſs. 
When thou art not my chiefeſt joy on earth, 
Let all things elſe deceive me—let my breaſt 
Know peace no more, and ſeek repoſe in vain. 
Let ſtrange deluſions mock my gayeſt hopes 
Let my deſires no ſatisfaction find, 
Till they are terminated all in thee. 
When I forget the comforts of thy love, 
Let pleaſure be a ſtranger to my ſoul : 
When I prefer not that to ev'ry joy, 
Of 


Of 
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Of ev'ry joy make me inſenſible. 
When thy benignity 1s not to me 
Dearer than life itſelf, then let that life 
Beggme a burden inſupportable. 


Search the receſſes of my inmoſt ſoul, 
And if thou findeſt any rival there, 
Remove the darling idol, and blot out 
All names but thine from my devoted breaſt, 
Emptineſs in the creatures let me find, 
When I forſake the all- ſufficient God. 
Oh let the ſtream afford me no ſupplies, 
When thee, the copious fountain, I deſert, 
Let me of ev'ry help be deſtitute, 
When I withdraw my confidence 1n thee, 
In everlaſting ſilence cloſe my lips, 
When they refuſe to own thy benefits, 
and make not thee the ſubject of their praiſe, 
Let not my ears hear ſtrains of joy, whene'er 
Tay name is not the moſt delightful ſound 
ley can convey to my adoring heart. 


I have been utt'ring curſes on myſelf, 
If love to thee be not my chief defire : 

et, O my choiceſt good, my only joy, 
Might I not go on further till, and ſay, 
venture on my heart's ſincerity, 
Lven immortal bliſs ? O Lord, forgive 
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Theſe dang'rous efforts of a mortal tongue, 
Which are the mere out-breakiugs of a ſoul 
Inflam'd with the moſt ardent love to thee! 

I could ev'n dare to pledge my ſtrongeſt hopes 
Of future happineſs, and think I could 

(Let not my hęart deceive me) riſk them all, 

If thou art not the object of theſe hopes, 

And if thy ſmiling countenance be not 

The height of that expected happineſs, 


If I deſire, in heaven, or in earth, 
Any thing in compariſon of thee, 
Then let me be (I'm ready to cry out) 
An exile from the light of paradiſc : 
For, ev'n that paradiſe to me would ſeem 
But melancholy darkneſs, without thee ; 
And the obſcureſt corner of the world 


Would be more pleaſing, with thy preſence leſt, 


Remote from thee, where could 1 happy be? 
What good imaginable could ſupply 

The want of thee ? Say, O my gracious God, 
Do I not loye thee above ev'ry thing ? 


To witneſs ſhall I call th' angelic choir ?' 
To witneſs ſhall I call both earth and heav'n? 
Willi not the High and Holy-One himſelf, 

Of earth and heav'n poſſeſſor, condeſcend 
To witnels how ſincerely I do love? 


With 
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With heart-felt ſatisfaction I refle& 
On all the obligations by which I 
To thy delightful ſervice bound myſelf. 
With an entire, deliberate aſſent, 
My ſoul gives up its diff 'rent pow'rs to thee: 
I would engage myſelf to be the Lord's, 
In cloſer ties than mortals ever knew. 
Ye miniſters of light, give me your flames, 
And teach me your celeſtial forms, and rite 
Let all be grand, pathetic, and ſublime, 
And ſolemn as your own immortal vows ; 
And I will joyfully go through them all, 
To bind myſelf for ever to my God. 
Ye heav'ns, and earth—ye holy angels, ſay, 
And, O thou ſearcher of all hearts, ſay now, 
Do I not love thee with ſupreme delight ? 


SSeeeeeee 


XIX. A pevourt RAPTURE, ox Love To God 


INEKXPRESSIBLE, 


$i} HOU radiant ſun, thou moon, ye ſparkling 
ſtars, 
How gladly would I leave your pleaſing light, 
To ſee the face of God! Ye cryſtal ſtreams, 
Ye low'ry lawns, ye variegated groves, 
D My 
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My innocent delights, how joyfully 


Could I leave you to meet that bliſsful ſight ! * 
Yea, on the ſmiling faces of my friends <2 
J would this moment ſhut my eyes, to view « 


Him whom my ſoul adores, and loves—ſo loves, 
That I can find no language to expreſs 

The ardor of the flame that burns within. 

Not as the greedy miſer loves his wealth, 

Nor the ambitious honour's higheſt ſeat— 

Not as the libertine his pleaſure loves, 

Nor as the gen'rous man regards his friend: 
Theſe are compariſons too flat, to ſhew 
Th'intenſeneſs of the paſſion that I feel. 

Not as a man, when in a fever ſcorch'd, 
Thirſts for ſome cooling recrea ing draught— 
Not as a weary trav'ller longs for reſt— | 
Similitudes like theſe can't repreſent 


My fervent, reſtleſs breathings after God. 


T love my friend—my life, and heav'ns light 
Are dear to me: but ſhould I ſay, I love 
My God as I love theſe, I ſhould bely : | 
The flame which to infinity aſpires. 
O uncreated beauty, it is thee, 
Abſtractly thee, that my heart doats upon: 
In thee my wiſhes wholly terminate 
In thee, as in their bliſsful centre meet 
All my defires-—and there eternal! y 
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They muſt be fix'd—Tis thou alone that muſt 
For ever conſtitute my happineſs. 
Tho' angels ſhould not ſtrike their tuneful harps, 
There would be, in the whiſpers of thy love, 
Safficient harmony to charm mine ears. 
Tho* darkneſs ſhould o'erſpread the fields of light, 
Thy ſmiles would bleſs me with eternal day. 
The viſion of thy face will ſtill attract 
Mine eyes, nor give me time to waſte a look 
On other objects, any farther than 
hou in thy ereatures art to be diſcern'd. 
heir beams of grace, of joy, and glory, are 
Deriv'd from thee, the everlaſting Sun; 
and will no farther my attention claim, 
han they reflect thine image, or diſplay 
Ihe greatneſs of the wonder-working God. 


Lo'n at this diſtance, with the ſhades of death, 
and with the miſts of darkneſs compaſs'd round, 
1 theſe cold, diſmal regions, when a ray 
thy pure love breaks in upon my foul— 
hen, thro' the clouds, I trace one glmm'ring 
beam, 
n that obſcures all human excellence, 
nd pours contempt on ev'ry worldly joy. 
n, then, what wonders will the open ſight 
)t thine irradiated face effect, 
Th) ner, in ſo elevated a degree, 
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I ſhall enjoy its influence, that the ſkies 
Will not attract me with their brilliancy, 
Nor the ſweet converſe of the heav'nly hoſts 
Divert my captivated thoughts from thee. 
Thou my attention always wilt engroſs: 
And in felicity I ſhould abound, 

Tho' I had nothing to delight my ſoul, 

But intimate communion with my God. 


Mend, mend thy pace, old lazy Time, and ſhake 
Thy heavy ſands, till they be all run out. 
Ye rolling planets, ſhorter circles make— 
When will your deſtin'd courſes be fulfill'd? 
How long, thou reſtleſs Sun, how long wilt thou 
Continue trav'lling the celeſtial road? 
When will thy ſtarry walk be at an end? 
Oh when, commiſſion'd from the Kings of kings, 
Will the Arch-angel ſtop thee in thy race, 
And, lifting up his hand, ſwear þy his name 
That lives for ever, “ Time ſhall be no more?“ 
O happy period! My impatient foul 
Springs forward to ſalute thee, and outſtrips 
The lagging hours, and days, and months, and years 
Haſte, my beloved, and be like a roe, 
Or a young hart, upon the hills of ſpice! 


For the full ſight of thee T pine—T die. 
Oh, turn the veil aſide, and blow away 
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The ſeparating cloud! Pull out the pins 
Of this frail tabernacle—break the cords — 
Let fall the curtain of mortality : 
Let it no longer interpoſe between 
My panting ſoul and its conſummate bliſs. 
I feel thoſe flames of love divine, which are 
To ſpread with unextinguiſhable glow— 
For, death itſelf can't quench the ſacred fire. 


Ye ſons of light, ye guardians of the juſt, 
Stand, and bear witneſs to my ſolemn vows : 
And, while relying on thy ſaving grace, 
O Jeſus, my Redeemer, may I not 
Venture to bid thy flaming miniſters 
Proteſt againſt me, when I change my love, 
And be-accuſers at the judgment-day ? 
When I prove falſe to thee, may I not dare 
To call upon them all, and ſay, bring in 
Your evidence—proclaim my perjury ? 
For, ye have liſten'd, while the facred name 
That kindles tranſport in each Seraph's breaſt, 
Flow'd from my lips, and grac'd my midnight ſong. 
Bleſs'd was the time, and ſwiftly fled the days, 
While holy love employ'd my nobleſt pow'rs. 
The heav*ns appear'd, and the propitious ſkies 
Unveil'd their inmoſt glories to my foul. 
* Oh ſtay, ye happy moments, ſtay (I cry'd) 
Nor in your flight ſnatch theſe delights away! 
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* I aſk to ſee the riſing ſun no more 


Jo mortals, and their hopes, I bid adieu. 


Theſe heavens, and this earth have to my vows 
Been witneſſes—the holy angels have 
Been witneiles ; and, therefore, all will join 
Together to condemn me, if I ſhould, 
Like treach'rous Judas, violate my faith. 


But 'tis impoſſible—For, what could earth, 
Or what could hell, nay, what could heav'n itſelf 
Propoſe to draw away my heart from God ? 
What in the balance could they lay againſt 
An everlaſting good ? What recompence 
For God's loſt favour could they ever make ? 
Aſk thoſe bleſs'd fouls, who baſk beneath the light 
Of his endearing countenance above 
Who from his ſmiles drink in immortal joys, 
Whe:. value they on their enjoyments ſet— 
Aſk them what earth or heav'n could give to buy 
One moment's interval of their delights — 
Aik the tranſported hoſts of ſeraphims, 
Amid{ the fervour of their ecſtacies, 
How nigh they eſtimate this happincis— 
And when the purchaſe has been nam'd by theſe, 
Then earth and hell may try to balance mine. 
Let them ſpread all the molt alluring baits 
That to their ruin tempt deluded men 
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Let honour, beauty, affluence appear 

In all their boaſted captivating charms— 
The pleaſures of the paſt and preſent times — ' 
The Perſian ſoftneſs, and the Roman pride a 
Let them uncover all the golden mines b 
Diſcloſe the ruby ſparkling in its bed 

Let them the veins of ſapphire ope, and ſhew 

The brilliant diamond glitt'ring on its rock— 

Then let them all be in the balance thrown— 

Alas ! their weight's too little, and too light. : 
Add all the various pageantries of ftate— 

Hon'rable, and Right Honourable names— 

Put in what boundleſs vanity can crave, 

Or wild ambition—ſceptres, crowns, and thrones 
The ſcale ſtill mounts : throw in the world entire— 
Tis unſubſtantial—'tis all light as air. 


Are theſe thy higheſt boaſts, deceiving world ? 
Ye pow'rs of darkneſs, have ye nothing elſe 
To offer me? Are theſe your utmoſt gifts? 
Are theſe a compenſation adequate 
To the Lord's favour ? Oh! that boundleſs word 
Contains a meaning which outweighs them all. 
Infinite joy, bliſs inconceivable 
Are expreſs'd in it—more than men can think, 
Or angels can deſcribe, it ſignifies. 
And, ſhall J, for poor, empty ſhadows, quit 
A! that an everlaſting heaven means? 
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Ye baffled tempters, go, preſent your toys 
To madmen, and to fools—they vaniſh all 
Beneath my ſcorn, and cannot yield ſo much 
As an amuſement to my tow'ring thoughts. 
The ſun, in all his ſpacious circuit, ſees 
Nothing to tempt me, or draw forth a wiſh. 
Theſe winding ſkies, in all their ample round, 
Hold nothing equal to my vaſt deſires. 

My high ambition has far diff rent ends, 
And more exalted proſpetts keeps in view. 
Nothing below the joys of angels can 

Fill up the craving vacuum in my breaſt, 


Let me explore the worlds of light, and life, 


And find a path to the reſplendent throne 

Of the ſupreme, almighty Deity— 

Let me drink pleaſures at the ſountain-head — 
Let uncreated plenitude ſupply 

The various wants my gaſping ſpirit feels, 


O Love divine, into thy pleaſing depths 
Let me launch out, and loſe myſelf in thee ! 
Oh let me plunge at once in endleſs joys ! 
Oh, let my ſpirit now be ſwallow'd up 
In the unfathom'd fea of happineſs ! 


Till then, I pine for my celeſtial home— 


Till then, I murmur to the winds and ftreams, 


And 
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And tell the ſolitary ſhades my grief. 
The groves are conſcious to my ſad complaints— 
The moon and ſtars my lamentations hear. 

On my eternal intereſts I think, 

And, by their ſilent light, in mortal ſtrains, 

To my divine affections give a vent. 

Then, looking upwards, I impatient grow 

To reach the milky way, and take my place 
Among the ſaints in immortality. 


Come, love come life eternal—come, bleſs'd day; 
For which I languiſh, when theſe eyes ſhall ſee, 
And when this thirſty ſoul of mine ſhall drink 
The unſeal'd fountain of felicity. 
Oh come, thou whom my ſoul adores, and loves! 
| would go on, but cannot find out words 
Suited to the unutterable thought. 


Tell me, ye ſons of pure unſully'd light, 
Who feel the force of theſe celeſtial fires, 
How do ye paint their ſacred violence? 
Or, do the tongues of angels faulter too ? 
Docs paradiſe itſelf want language here ? 
Deficient is immortal eloguence ? 
Vurely, more perfect is your happineſs 
han your deſcriptions of it e'er can be. 
Hcav'n echoes to your ſoul-tranſporting notes, 
fur as they reach, while love divine, which iz 
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Your conſtant ſong, is infinite, and knows 
No limits of duration, or degree. 


Yet I would ſay, ſome gentle ſpirit, come, 
Teach me your art—lend me a golden harp, 
And guide the flights of ſacred harmony. 
Oh, let me imitate your ſtrains devout ! 
Then ſome of the tranſported choir above 
Shall flock around my ſong, with joy to hear 
The name they love ſound from a human tongue. 


Bleſs'd and immortal creatures, how I long 
To join with you 1n your celeſtial ſtyle 
Of adoration, and enraptur'd love! 
I long to learn your ecilaſies of joy, 
And holy worſhip, in a language which 
Mortals cannot pronounce, and to proclaim 
The fervent paſſion of my panting ſoul, 
In words which now are inexpreſſible. 


See ee 


XX. SzTIT-RETROO rox INACTIVITY. 


* IS wonderful that I ſhould, one day, be 


Rapt almoſt into the third heav'ns, and ere 
A few revolving days or weeks have paſs'd 
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Over my head, I then ſhould find myſetf 
Creeping amongſt the inſects of the earth, 
And buſy'd nearly ia as poor a way ! 

Can love divine, which, lately, into flames 
Of tranſport rais'd my elevated ſoul, 

So far ſubſide within me, and grow cool ? 


Strange it ſhould leave me fo inert, and dull, 


As I now feel myſelf! What fhall I do 
To ſhame my drowſy conſcience, and renew 
The flame of vigorous religious zcal ? 


Ah! how does the activity of men, 
About the ſmall affairs of human life, 
Condemn my want of fervency and zeal, 
In matters of eternal conſequence ! 

Does the fond lover his beloved fair 

Purſue with ſuch impatient eagerneſs ? 

And ſhall not heav'nly beauty, lovelineſs 
Unparallel'd, attract my wond'ring view 
Inflame my wiſhes to a nobler height, 

And my cold, languiſhing devotion raiſe ? 


Are the ambitious fo folicitous 
To aggrandize themſelves, and to procure 
The admiration of ſome gaping fools ? 
Do they ſuch dill rent mighty projects lay, 
And with ſuch labour compaſs their deſigns, 
For gaudy trifles, and mere pageantry ? 
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And oh ! ſhall I, whoam a candidate 
For joys eternal—a probationer 

For heav'nly dignity, my title loſe, 

For want of perſevering diligence ? 
Shall I grow weary 1n the noble ſtrife, 
When God and angels my aſſiſtants are, 
And ev'ry moment's toil will be repaid, 
With endleſs, and uninterrupted reſt ? 


See, ſee! the moments fly—the labour's ſhort— 
And the immenſe reward is drawing near! 
The palm of victory, the ſtarry crown 
Are now in view—the happy fields of ligbit 
Enchant me with the glories they preſent 
Awaxe, my ſoul, and aftively purſue 
Theſe heav'nly joys—roufe all thy {prightly pow'rs— 
And never let it be thy fad reproach, 
That the intenſeneſs of thy diligence 
Falls ſhort of the pretenſions of thy wiſh ; 
Or that thy holy induſtry ſhould fink 
So far below the fervour of that love, 
Which, in devotion's hour, thou haſt pronounc'd 
Surpaſling knowledge, and unſpeakeble, 


O Lord, what an unſtable thing is man! 
What frailty works in human fleſh and blood, 
Otten enervating our better pow'rs ! | 
Tis Jeſu's grace alone can keep alive 


That 
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That ſpark immortal in us, which firſt came 
From heaven, and firſt taught our hearts to riſa, 
And to ſpring upward—O almighty grace, 
Preſerve, complete the work thou haſt begun ! 


Sn 


XXI. A JOYFUL VIEW OF APPROACHING DEATHe 


() Death, where is thy ſting ? Thou art diſarm'd— 
O Grave, where is thy boaſted victory? 

The conqueſt's mine In triumph 1 ſhall paſs 

Thro' thy dark realms—and, by the grace of Chriſt, 
My heav'nly leader, I ſhall there appear, 

Not as a captive, but a conqueror. 


Where are thy frightful, formidable looks, 
Thou king of terrors ? Nothing horrible 
in thy aſpect ſee—-Thou doſt not come 
With tokens of defiance, nor art thou 
Commiſſion'd from an angry, ruthleſs Judge, 
But with kind invitations art diſpatch'd 
From mine exalted Saviour, who has march'd 
Thro' thy. dominians a triumphant King, 
Making the grave a paſlage to his throne. 
Thrice welcome, then, thou glorious meſſenger 
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Of liberty and joy! A thouſand times 
More welcome than the trump of jubilee, 
Proclaiming reſt and freedom to the ſlave — 
Or than'the pardon to a convitt giv'n. 

From darknefs and confinement, I ſhall go 
To immenſe light, and perfect liberty 
From theſe tempeſtuous regions, to the ſoft, 
And peaceful climes above—from pain, and grief, 


To endleſs, undiſturb'd tranquillity, 

For all the works of faith I ſhall receive 

A vaſt reward - for the reproach of fools, 

The praiſe of ſeraphs—the applauſe of God. 
In a few minutes, I ſhall higher be 

Than yonder ſtars, and brighter tar than they, 
The boundleſs ether I ſhall range, and breathe 
The balmy, od'rous airs of paradiſe, 

My glorious Maker I ſhall ſoon behold, 

And hallelujahs to my Saviour ſing. 


And now, ye angels, guardians of the juſt, 
Who're always paſſing between heav'n and earth, 
Conduct me thro” th' ethereal element. 

Ye are commiſſion'd not to leave your charge, 
Till to the new Jeruſalem I riſe, 

The heav'nly city of the living God 

Till, to th' innumerable company 

Of righteous men made perſect, I am brought. 


Patience, 
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Patience, and faith, hold out a little mare— -- 
Your work will be accompliſh'd ſpeedily. , 
But a few moments, and thele ſighs and groans 
Shall be exchang'd for everlaſting ſongs. 
But a few rugged Reps, and then ſhall end 
The tireſome journey of mortality. 
One effort more, and I ſhall gain the top 
Of Sion's mount; and, from th' eternal hills 
Look back on all the dangers I eſcap' d, 
I my rough travels thro' this wilderneſs. 


Roll on, ye ling'ring moments—faſter roll 
The nearer my joys are, I am the more 
Impaticnt to behold them, Alter theſe 
Afflictive agonies, how greedily 
Shall I immortal eaſe and pleaſure drink ! 
Burſt, ye thick clouds—begone, ye envious ſhades, 
And let me ſee the glories ye conceal ! 
Now let me view the promis'd land of reſt— 
The happy regions I am to poſſeſs. 
How long will ye-thus interpole between 
My ſpirit, and th' unclouded face of. God-? 
Between the Sun of righteouſneſs and me? 
Look up, my ſoul—ſee thoſe reviving beams 
How ſweetly they break forth ! how they diſpel 
The diſmal gloom, and gild the ſhades of death! 
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O bleſt eternity! with what a light, 
With what a cheerful ſplendour doit thou dawn 
Upon my foul ! With thee comes liberty, 
Unceaſing happineſs, and peace, and love! 
For, darkneſs, ſorrow, tumult, pain, and death, 
Vaniſh away for ever before thee. 
I'm juſt upon the ſhores of thoſe bright realms, 
Where an eternal day and ſpring reſide. 
Yonder are the harmonious hills and vales 
Which always echo to the angels“ ſongs. 
Their verdure there the bliſsful fields extend, 
And there th'immortal groves lift up their heads, 
What glorious things recorded are of thee, 
Thou city of the great, eternal King ! 
How dazzling is thy proſpect! there ſhall be 
No night in thee—no need of ſun, or moon: 


For, the white throne of God, and of the Lamb, 


Is in the midft of thee; and all that are 
Redeem'd from fin ſhall walk in thy pure light, 
The kings and potentates of earth ſhall bring 
Their glory and their honour into thee ; 

And there the mighty Lord ſhall be to us 

As a broad river, and a place of ſtreams : 

And in thee ſhall be heard, inceffantly, 

The ſhout of triumph, and the voice of joy. 
There holy fouls perpetual ſabbaths keep, 

And never are concern'd for ſleep, or food 


There conq'ring ſaints are crown'd with wreaths of 
light, While 
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While golden harps, and filver trumpets ſound — 


There flaming ſeraphs ſacred hymns begin, 

And raptur'd cherubs loud reſponſes ſing. 

Mine eyes ſhall there behold the King of kings, 

In all his beauty, and magnificence. 

And oh ! how ſweetly raviſhing will be 

The aſpects of his love! What ecſtacies 

Unutterable ſhall my ſpirit feel, 

When welcom'd with thoſe ſmiles which lighten 
heav'n, 

And gladden all the hierarchy there! 

When on the beatific viſion 1 

Shall gaze, without one interpoſing cloud! 

When at the ſprings of joy I drink my hill, 

Which flow from his right-hand ſor evermore! 
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I have enough—unbounded avarice 
Can covet nothing beyond thee, O Lord. 
The foul whom thou doſt not ſuffice, deſerves 


Y all-ſufficient friend, my ſhield, my tow'r, 


My rock, and my exceeding-great reward, 


To be for ever poor. Thou art my choice, 
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My crown of glory, my ſupreme delight. 
I for my treaſure took thy love alone, 
In that bleſs'd day when into covenant 
I enter'd with thee, and was ſeal'd thy child. 
No ſtipulations with my God I made 
For worldly friendſhips, honours, or delights, 
But ſolemnly renounc'a them all, and choſe 
Thy favour for my ſingle heritage, 
Leaving the guidance of my life to thee. 


Theſe were my vows, and theſe I've oft renew'd— 


And ſhall I now retract ſnch ſacred ties, 

And change a choice fo rational and juſt ? 
Forbid it, gracious God! Oh, let me ne'er 
Be guilty of ſuch madneſs ! Oft the world 
Has diſappointed my moſt ſanguine hopes, 
But thou haſt never yet deceiv'd me, Lord. 

A certain refuge I have ſtill found thee 

Ta time of need—when there was none to fave, 
Thy pow'rful hand has ſet me free thou haſt 
Redreſs'd my grievances, diſpell'd my fears 
Out of obſcurity thou haſt brought light, 
And turn'd my midnight-darkneſs into day. 


When I met nothing in the world but ſtorms, 
And wild diſorder, I have always felt 
Taruffled peace and happineſs in thee. 

My long-experienc'd refuge thou haſt been, 


My 
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My never -failing guide and confidence ; 
And I depend on thee to lead me ſtill. 
When by unerring wiſdom guided, L 

Can never go aſtray—I muſt be ſafe 

In the fond arms of everlaſting love, 

To which ſubmiſſively I yield myſelf. 

Let me have affluence, or poverty, 
Contempt, or honour—for, whatever comes 
From thee ſhall be receiv'd with gratitude. 
I'll give attention to no voice but thine, 

Nor make a ſtep but where I'm foll'wing thee. 


If thou wouldſt leave me for myſelf to chooſe, : 
To thee I would reſign the choice again. 
There's nothing I dread more than being led 
By my own blind defires—the very thoughts 
Of ſuch a liberty I tremble at : 

Avert that fatal freedom, gracious God! 
Thou, at one view foreſeeing all events, 
Doſt through eternal conſequences look: 
Therefore, do thou my circumſtances fix, 
Not to indulge my own wild, looſe deſires, 
But to advance the glory of thy name. 


Thou, Lord, haſt an unalienable right 
To govern and diſpoſe of me—T'm thine 
By neceſſary ties, and willing bonds, 
Which now deliberately I renew, 
And 
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And put myſelf entirely in thy hands. 
Whatever int'reſt in this world I have, 
I ſacrifice it now to thee, and leave 

To thy diſpoſal what I hold moſt dear; 
Confeſſing it my greateſt happineſs 


Paſſive to lie beneath thy governance, 


Lord, what am I that thou regardeſt me ? 
That thou, who art ſupremely bleſſed, ſhould 
Concern thyſelf with the affairs of men, 

And deign to make our wants as much thy care 
As if our miſeries could reach thy throne, 

And interrupt immortal bleſſedneſs, 

Thou of thy love wouldſt make us ſenſible, 

By the moſt tender ſoft ſimilitudes. 

A father's care but faintly ſhadows thine, 

And all we can conceive oi: human pity 

Falls ſhort of thy compaſſion. Thou doſt ſeem 
To take a ſhare in our calamities, 

And in our various griefs to ſympathize, 

No friend flies to our help with half the ſpeed 
That love brings thee—nor canſt thou ever want 
Methods to ſuccour thoſe that truſt in thee. 
Thy providence finds out, or makes its way 
Through ev'ry difficulty that occurs. 

The ſtreams ſhall to their fountains turn again, 
The ſun ſhall in the firmament ſtand ſtill, 

And the whole courſe of nature be revers'd, 
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Ere thou want means to bring thy will to paſs, 
No hindrance puts a ſtop to thy deſign, 

Nor can obſtrutt thy proceſs—'tis thy will 
That makes both nature and neceſſity. 

Who can arreſt thy hand, or dare to ſay, 
What doeſt thou?“ Thy counſel ſhall abide 
And thou wilt do as it ſeems good to thee. 

Is any thing too hard for thee, O Lord ? 
Where'er I caſt my eyes, I trace thy pow'r. 
Th' extended firmament, the ſun and ſtars 
Tell me what thou art able to perform : 

They thy omnipotence atteſt, and ſhame 

My unbelief— The whole creation pleads 

For thee, and blames my infidelity. 


Merciful God, forgive my diffidence, 
While I confeſs 'tis inexcuſable. 
Thy hand's not ſhorten'd, neither are the ſprings 
Of bounty ſeal'd—Thine ancient miracles 
Have not exhauſted thine almighty ſtrength, 
Nor has perpetual beneficence 
Impov'riſh'd thee thy pow'r remains the ſame, 
And thy free mercy evermore endures, 
That dazzling attribute ſurrounds me with 
Tranſporting glorics— Wherelo'er I turn, 
meet the bright conviction nor can I 
Recal a day of my paſt life, on which 
Some ſignature of goodneſs is not ſtamp'd. 
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Oh, who hath taſted of thy clemency, 


More largely, or more frequently, than I! 


In whatſoever thou haſt granted me, 
Or haſt deny'd mi, thy beneficence 
With ev'ry diſpenſation has been mix'd. 
Thou haſt not for my follies puniſh'd me, 
Nor dealt with me according to my ſins, 
But haſt remember'd that I am but duft, 
And treated me with utmoſt tenderneſs, 


Glory and praiſe for ever be to thee ! 
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XXIII. RenDetwminc Love. ; 
\ LMIGHTY love, the theme of heav'nly ſongs! 


Infinite grace, which angels wonder at! 
Forgive a mortal tongue that would attempt 
To ſound thy praiſe—And yet ſhould man be mute, 
Creatures inanimate would fiad a voice 
To cenſure his inſenſibility. 


But oh! what ſuited language can I find ? 
Or with what circumſtance ſhall I begin ? 
Shall I the volumes of eternity 
Roll back, and mention firſt the grand deſign 
Of man's redemption, ere the birth of time, 
Or ere the confines of the world were fix'd ? 
Of all the nations of the Lord's redeem'd 
Shall I in gen'ral ſpeak ? Or, to excite My 
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My heart to ſpecial gratitude, ſhall 1 
Reflect upon myſelf as one of thoſe 


Whom God forexnew would hearken to his call, 
And on the name of his dear Son believe ? 


Lord, what am I, or what the ſons of men, 
That thou ſhouldſt viſit, and regard us thus! 
O narrow thoughts, and narrower words ! no tongue 
Can tell, no heart conceive God's elemency 
This is a height not to be reach'd by you. 

O God of love, the riches of thy grace 
Uafatiomable are! With what ſurpriſe 
Do I ſurvey them! I am ſwallow'd up 
In the unſcarchable immenſity. 

All hail, ye myſteries divine ! though I 
Can ne'er expreſs you, let my heart adore. 


Yet ſhould I filent be, both heav'n and earth, 
Nay, hell itſelf would caſt reproach on me 
The damn'd would .charge me with ingratitude, 
Should I negle& to celebrate that grace, 

The loſs of which for ever they lament, 

A loſs that leaves them deſp'rate, and undone. 
It is this grace which tunes the harp of heav'n, 
And yields a ſubject for immortal praiſe, 

The ſpirits of juſt men made perfect fix 

Their contemplations here—how they admire 
The glorious myſtery ! and, while they ſing 


The wonders of redeeming love, aſcribe 


Sublime and living honours unto him That 
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That ſits upen the throne, and to the Lamb! 
And, infinitely worthy art thou, Lord, 
Their grateful adorations to receive! 

Who ſhall not praiſe and magnify thy name ? 
Who ſhall deny the tribute juſtly due? 


But, what can duſt and aſhes add to thee ? 
Or, what can nothingneſs attempt to give ? 
We praiſe thee from the depths of miſery, 
Yet thou doſt condeſcend to hear, and doſt 
To our poor broken accents lend thine ear, 
Amidſt the acclamations of the ſkies, 
Our wailings reach thee, and our groans aſcend, 
From thine exalted height of happineſs 
Thou halt a favour to poor wretched man. 
His homage thou receiveſt with delight 
His praiſes mingle with the angels' notes, 
Nor interrupt the ſacred harmony, 
Thoſe native ſons of heav'n, thoſe morning-ſtars, 
Together ſing in their beatitudes, 
Without diſdaining to let Adam's race 
Unite their humble ſtrains to celebrate 
The conq'ring Jeſus, both their Lord, and ours, 
To him let ev'ry tongue, and ev'ry heart 
Devoted be! Let all things that have breath 
For ever praiſe his name Amen! Amen! 
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XXIV. Pitaninc rox PARDON AND HolINESS. 


1 ſpring of liſe, the firſt and laſt, 
Without beginning, without end of years, 

Be fore the elements were made thou waſt, 

And ſhalt remain unchang'd, when they're diſſolv'd.- 

Thou'rt infinitely bleſſed in thyſelf— 

Thy glory can admit of no increaſe ; 

The praiſes of adoring cherubims 

Can never heighten thy vaſt happineſs, 

Nor can hell's blaſphemies diminiſh it. 

Thou canit do ev'ry thing—no obſtacle 

Thy pow'r obſtructs thou madeſt heav'n, and earth, 

Tie rivers, and the fountains of the deep. 

Thou doſt according to thy ſov'reign will” 

Amongſt the heav'nly hoſts, and ſons of earth. 

Thou holdeſt in the hollow of thine hand 

The waters of the widely-ſpreading ſea, 

And meteſt out the heavens with a ſpan. 

Thou comprehendeſt in a meaſure, Lord, 

The Cult of earth, and weigh'ſt the hills in ſcales. 


Thou covereſt thyſclf with glorious light, 
As 
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As with a garment ; and art high enthron'd 


In radiant ſplendour, inacceſſible. 
Fearful in praiſes, and in holineſs, 
The heavens are not clean in thy pure ſight 


Thou doſt with folly even angels charge: 


What, then, is man, that drinks iniquity, 
As if *twere water! What is man, that thou 
Art mindful of him, and doſt viſit him ! 

It is becauſe thon art ſupremely good, 

And that thy mercy never, never fails — 
No—mercy is thy darling attribute. 

Thou art moſt gracious, pitiful, and kind, 
And haſt diſplay'd thy love to fallen man, 


In ſaving him from bondage, death, and hell, 


By the vicarious full 'rings of thy Son. 
therefore, O Lord, with decpeſt revercace, 
And humbleſt gratitude, I now delire 

To bow before thy ſacred majeity, 
Protefling it my greateſt privilege, 

And higheſt honour, to approach thy throne, 
Unworthy as I am to take thy name, 

Thy holy name in my polluted lips, 

Or even to lift up mine eyes to hea/ 'n. 

To my own ſhame and condemnation, I 
Contcts I have abus'd the mercy which 

I now implore, and injur'd, by my fins, 
That patient goodneſs, and lang- ſuffering, 
Mich Lam now addreſſing my telt to. 


I've 
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I've forfeited the very benefits = 

I'm praying for—and have too oft deſpis'd 
Thoſe privileges I am forc'd to plead. 

Scarce any motives I can uſe but what 

Would turn into condemning arguments., 

Shall I invoke thy mercy, by the terms, 

The gracious terms of the new covenant, 

Seal'd by the blood of thine incarnate Son ? 
Alas! that covenant I have infring'd, 

And daringly profan'd its ſacred ſeals ! 

I oft have ſinn'd againſt the cleareſt light, 

And the moſt tender inſtances of love. 

I have not only burſt the ties by which, 

To thee, as my Creator, I was bound, 

But the ſtill ſtronger bonds of ſaving grace, 

By which I with thy family was join'd, 

And call'd th' adopted child, and heir of God. 
But ſtill thoſe very circumſtances, Lord, 

That aggravate my guilt, exalt thy love : 

Here will the freeneſs and magnificence 

Of their abounding grace diſplay itſelf — 

Here thou wilt anſwer the endearing name 

Of father, in its tendereſt extent. 

I have no ſins too great to be forgiv'n, 
Through infinite benignity—for thou | 
Art God, not man—and as the heav'ns are high 
Above the earth, fo are thy gracious ways 

Of pity higher than the ways of men, 

I dare 
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I dare not to thy clemency ſet bounds, 

Nor ſay, that thus far, and no farther, doth 
The weary'd patience of the Lord extend. 
Thou haſt ſo often pardon'd, and reſtor'd 
Me to thy fayour, that I can't deſpair. 

Never didſt thou my penitential hghs 

Reject, nor leave unanſwer'd humble pray'r : 
The heavens I have always open found, 

And the high throne of God acceſſible, 
Through the redeeming blood of Jeſus Chriſt. 
Now, by his agony, and bloody ſweat, 

His croſs, his paſſion, and his painful death, 
I carneſtly for pardon ſupplicate. 

He made a full atonement for my fins, 

And anſwer'd the demands of juſtice ſo, 

It cannot further fatisfaftion aſk. 

To him give all the prophets witneſs, that 
Whatever ſinner in his name believes, 

Shall the forgiveneſs of his ſins receive. 


O bleſſed Jeſus, Saviour of the world, 
The hope of all the Gentiles, Iſrael's rock, 
The great Meſhah, and Immanuel, 

Thou, in their utmoſt meaning, anſwereſt 
Theſe glorious titles—unto thee I fly 
My long-experienc'd refuge, and high tow'r. 


Hear me, thou mighty God ! thou Lamb of God, 
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The ſole propitiation for my fins, 
Have mercy on me—ſave my guilty ſoul! 


Come, Holy Ghoſt, the promis'd Comforter — 
With all thy ſacred conſolations come! 
Be thou as dew unto the drooping flow'rs, 
And as refreſhing rain to parch'd-up ground. 
Oh, come with thy reviving, cheering light ! 
Diſpel the darkneſs that heclouds my ſoul! 
Break in, like the irradiating fun, 
After a gloomy, melancholy night : 
One beam of thine would melt this frozen heart, 
And kindle the bright ſpark of holy love. 
Baptize me now with fhre—oh, breathe upon 
My cold affections! raiſe them to a flame! 


Searcher of hearts, from whom there's nothing hid, 
Whoſe penetrating eyes at once can pierce 
The darkeſt cov'ring of hypocriſy, 
Thou know'ſt the aſpirations of my ſoul, 
And art my witneſs that I kneel not here 
For pleaſures, honours, wealth, or length of days; 
But that it is the kingdom of my God, 
And all the righteoufneſs thereof, I ſeek. 
Oh, give me not my portion with the great, 
But with thy children fix my humble lot! 
Let me deriſion and reproaches bear, 


Witk 
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With thy poor people, rather than enjoy 


Sin's choiceſt pleaſures, which muſt ſhortly end. 


Thy favour is the ſum of my defires— 
The conſtant ſubje& of my oxiſons. 
O thou whoſe ears are open to the wants 
Of all thy creatures, who doſt kindly hear 
The cry of the young ravens from their neſts, 
Wilt thou deny the breathings which thyſelf 
Inſpireſt, and approveſt? Let me be 


Fill'd with that righteouſneſs for which I thirſt, 


And with thy likeneſs ſatisfy my ſoul. 
Whatever grace thou doſt communicate, 

To needy creatures, cannot leſſen thine : 

The moſt unbounded liberality 

Can never make thee poorer, bounteous Lord. 


I do not aſk for any privilege 
That to my nature 1s unſuitable— 
To the perfections of the heav'nly hoſt 
I'm not aſpiring—no—1 only beg 
That I may reach thoſe heights of holineſs, 
And love divine, which ſ{ouls inveſted with 


A mortal frame like mine, and compaſs'd round 


With the ſame human paſſions, have attain'd. 
But oh ! in vain I ſtrive to imitate 


Thoſe bright examples thou haſt ſet before me; 


Without the help of thine almighty grace, 
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All my endeavours muſt ſucceſsleſs prove. 

Thou know'ſt the weakneſs of my nature, Lord, 
And all the potent foes I have to fight— 

Not only the allurements of the world, 

And all the wily ſtratagems of hell, 

I have to wreſtle with, but with an heart, 


A treach'rous evil heart of unbelief, | 


On all occaſions prone to ſtart aſide, 

Like a deceitful bow, from thy commands. 
Oh let my danger, and my impotence, 
Awaken thy compaſſion, gracious God! 
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Remember all thy paſt benignity— 
Let it engage thee to grant new ſupplies Fit 
Of that redeeming grace by which alone 3-1 
I can ſubdue my pow'rful enemies. 4'Ji 
The loving kindneſs and good- will thou ſhew'ft ＋ 
To any of the creatures thou haſt made, 

From thine own gracious nature muſt proceed. 
For, who preſumptuouſly can pretend 

To merit the leaſt favour at thine hands ? 
Nothing but thy free mercy I would urge, 
When 1 entreat thee not to let me periih, 

After the mighty things which thou haſt done 
Already for my ſoul. Be not provok'd 

To leave me for my follies, after all 

The pledges thou haſt giv'n me of thy love : 
But oh, remember thou thy covenant, 


And 
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And its moſt gracious articles, and act 
According to thine own ſtupendous grace, 
Which hitherto has been the glorious ſpring 
Ol ev'ry bleſſing I receiv'd trom thee ! 
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XXV. A TAANSrORT OF GRATITUDE ron 


SAVING Mc. 


BLESS a thouſand times the happy day 
When firſt a beam of heay'nly light broke in 
Upon my foul ! when the bright Morning-ftar 
Began to dawn, diſperſing nature's night! 
I welcom'd its reviving rays, and felt 
Its cheering energetic influence : 
The ſacred flames of love divine burſt forth, 
And holy raptures kindled in my breaſt. 
The earth, and all its gilded pageantry, 
Vaniſh'd, like clouds before the morning-ſun. 
The ſcenes of paradiſe were open laid 
To my aſtoniſh'd view! Supreme delight! 
Seraphic pleafures, beyond human thought! 
All hail (I cry'd) ye unexperienc'd joys ! 
Ye unknown raptures ! when compar'd to you, 
How talleleſs the enjoyments that once pleas'd! 
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What's earthly beauty ? What is harmony ? 
Or what 18 all that mortals charming think ? 
I never liv'd till now—Throughout the days 4 | 
Of my paſt folly, vanity, and fin, | 
I have been in a dream but now awake 3010 
To heav'nly life, and taſte angelic bliſs, 
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XXVI. ImreorRTUNATE REQUESsT fox THE 
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J HOU great, and glorious, thou inviſible, 
And univerſal Potentate on high, 

Wilt thou no nearer be approach'd by man ? 

Or, tell me, do I ſearch for thee amiſs ? 

Is there a corner of creation's round 

Unviſited by thee ? or any place 

Of thy pervading prelence deſtitute ? 

I trace thy footſteps through both heav'n and earth, 

Eut ſtill J cannot overtake thee, Lord. 

Why do I ſeek thee, if thou art not here? 

Why find thee not, if thou art ev'ry where? 

Tell me, my God, my all, oh tell me how, 

Or where I may diſcover thce ! for, there 


Shall 
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Shall be the place of my abiding reſt, 

What joy oa earth thine abſence can ſupply ? 
Depriv'd of thee, all that the world could give 
Would be but like a jeſt to dying men, 

And my averſion and diſdain provoke. 

It is the Lord—it is a God I ſeek— 

My wiſhes ſtoop not to a lower aim. 

Thou, thou haſt kindled this immortal fire, 
Which nothing upon earth can e'er allay. 

Adieu, adieu to all terreſtrial things! 

Let me find God, the end of my deſires. 

Why doſt thou hide the brightneſs of thy face? 
Why behind clouds doſt thou conceal thyſelf ? 
Thy voice produ'd the ſeas, and glitt'ring ſpheres, 
Bade the waves roar, and made the planets ſhine, 
But nothing like thyſelf appears through all 

The mundane ſyſtem which thy fiat form'd. 


O thou, who fairer art than all thy works, 
Wilt thou ſor ever hide thy face from one 
That loves and ſeeks thee, with intenſe deſire ? 
Are not my aſpirations after thee 


Strong and unfeign'd ? Bear witneſs for me, Lord. 


Does not my ſoul pant for thee, with a flame 
That can't be quench'd, and with ſincerity 
That cannot be diſguis'd ? For thee I pine— 
For thee I languith, and hang down my head. 
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As drooping flow'rs that want their parent ſun 

How do my ſpirits fail for want of thee { 

There's no ſimilitude that can expreſs 

The ardent vehemence of my deſires. 

Wealth, glory, friends, and pleaſure loſe their names, 
Compar'd to thee—to follow thee, my God, 

I'd leave them all behind—leave the whole world, 
And bid the fields and ſparkling ſkies adieu. 

Tho' heav'n and earth ſhould vaniſh, yet while thou 
Continueſt, I cannot want ſupport. 

My very being—my whole happineſs 

Depends entirely on thy gracious ſmiles. 


Far from the bounds of all created things, 
Remote from all exiſtence but thine own, 
Place me, O Lord—and in that ſolitude 
Let me be loſt let me expatiate 
For ever there, and let me run the rounds 
Of everlaſting bliſs. But I, alas! 
Flatter myſelit in vain with painted ſcenes 
Of happineſs that cannot be attain'd. 
I'll ſearch, then, where perhaps thou may'ſt be found: 
I look to the bright regions of the ſkies, 
And almoſt envy the bleſs'd beings there, 
That gaze, enraptur'd, on thy face unveil'd. 
in the flow'ry meadows ſeek for thee, 
And liſten to thee in the murm'ring ſprings. 
Then, ſilent, and abſtracted from the world, 
In 
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In contemplation 1 for thee inquire. 
is all in vain—nor fields, nor floods, nor ſtars, 
Reveal thee to my reſtleſs, ſeeking ſoul, 


Ye happy ſpirits, that enjoy his ſmiles, 
And hear his voice, direct a wanderer, 
A mournful pilgrim, while J ſearch for him 
Whom my ſoul loves—while I complain, and figh, 
And caſt mine eyes to yonder ſhining realms, 
Fain would I penetrate the azure clouds— 
Look through the ſeparating firmament. 
Oh that thou wouldit the envious clouds divide! 
That thou wouldit rend the cloſe-compatted heav'ns, 
And give me of thy glory but one glimpſe ! 
Oh that thou wouldſt diſplay thy beauteous charms 
And, in the midſt of thole deceitful ſcenes 
Of vanity and pleaſure here below, 
Afﬀord me one ſhort moment's interval 
Of the ſeraphic bleſſedneſs above! 
One look of mercy from thy gracious eye, 
One whiſper of thy voice would far exceed 
A whole eternity of carnal joys. 
Had I creation's circle in my gift, 
With all that it contains, I'd freely part 
With all, for one dear hour at thy right-hand. 
If things into juſt balances were put, 
And weigh'd aright, I'm ready to cry out, 
For the firſt moment of celeſtial joy, 
The whole creation would be cheaply loſt. 
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How gladly would I give it for ſuch bliſs ! 
Adieu to human things—let me find God, 
My God, the object of my ev'ry wiſh! 
'Tis he whom I arti ſeeking—he alone 
Can ſatisfy my. infinite deſires. 
Oh, why doſt thou withdraw? Oh, why thus long 
Conceal thyſelf ? Oh, where doſt thou retire ? 
Nor earth nor heav'n reply to my loud calls. 


By each endearing title let me now 

Solicit thee—My God, my father's God, 
Through the paſt generations thou haſt been 
Our ſure defence, and dwelling-place—the claim 
Succeſſively has come from age to age. 
Thy covenant has been eſtabliſh'd with us, 
And unimpeach'd thy faithfulneſs remains. 
Forget not, then, thy gracious covenant— 
Forget not, Lord, the many bleſſings which 
My pious anceſtors entail'd on me— 
Forget not all their ſighs, and tears, and pray'rs, 
By which for me'thy mercy they engag'd. 
Forget not how, with the moſt ſolemn vows, 

hey to thy ſervice dedicated me. 
Recall thine ancient favours, and renew 

hy former mercy to a family 
Vhich has been thine for many ages paſt, 
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By a propriety that's nearer ſtill Hor 
Let me invoke thee—and, oh, hear my cries ! And 
My cov'nant-God, my Father, and my Friend, My 
If I, by all thoſe kind and tender names, Our 
Have ever known thee, oh, forget me not! e And 
By thoſe moſt ſacred ties, I earneſtly Some 
Entreat thee to reviſit me, O God. The | 
If thy paſt favours real were—if all On al 
Was waking bliſs, not a deluſive dream, And | 
Reſtore my heav'n to my unquiet breaſt. 

Life of my foul, light of mine eyes, return! But 
Come, and bring all thy love, thy peace, and joy! Thus 
Vet once again, let me experience all As on 
Thoſe holy tranſports that thy preſence gives. While 
Oh, let me, once again, hear thy ſweet voice, Return 


And, once again, be bleis'd with thy dear ſmiles! Thou a 


Oh, let thy light ſhine now into my ſoul, 
Or I ſhall ſleep in everlaſting night! 


Thou a 
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In thee, O bleſſed Jeſus, e behold + s deaf 
The face of God as reconcib' d to man: am, t 
And wilt thou, canſt thou long abſent thyſelſ ? but, fin 
How welcome will thy coming be to me! n thine 
How, like the breakings of immortal day, to thir 
Will thine enlight'ning preſence cheer my heart! ſes—M 
How dearly ſhall I pre my happineſs! - le is my 
How fearful ſhall I be of ev'ry thing hough | 
That would offend thy ſpotleſs purity ! dwell e 
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And ſweet poſſeſſion of redeeming love! 9 
My bliſs I'll whiſper to the ſtreams and groves— 
Our mutual paſſion on the bark I'll carve, 

And ev'ry wounded tree ſhall drop, and bear 
Some myſtic mark. that Jeſus dy'd for me. 

The ſwains ſhall wonder when they read, inſcrib'd 
On all the wood, that God himſelf came down, 
And bled, and dy'd, to win a mortal's love. 


But why with theſe delightful ſcenes do I 
Thus ſooth myſelf ? I find thee abſent ftill— 
As one unpity'd, I complain, and mourn. 
While thou art abſent from me, what is life ? 
Return, and with thy preſence bleſs me, Lord. 
Thou art acquainted with my ſecret cares 
Thou art the witneſs of my midnight ſighs, 
nd thou doſt hear, when, at the dawn of day, 
call for thee ; but ſtill thou anſw'reſt not, 
s deaf to all my importunity. 
am, *tis true, an undeſerving wretch, 
ut, ſinful and polluted as I am, 
n thine immenſe compaſſion, thou haſt brought me 
to thine everlaſting covenant— 
les My beloved's mine, and I am his. 
le is my fun, though he withdraws his light— 
hough for a moment he has hid his face, 
dwell engrav'd for ever on his heart, 
E a And 
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And he ſhall dwell for ever upon mine. 
This ſacred union nothing can diffolve— 
But for this confidence I were undone— 
But for this quick'ning, cheering beam of hope, 
In everlaſting darknefs I were loſt. | 
Why, O my ſoul, art thou diſquieted ? 
And why art thou caſt down within me? Hope 
In God, for J ſhall yet adore his name, 
For ſhewing me his ſmiling countenance :; 
I ſhall yet welcome his long-ſought return, 
And hear his voice proclaiming peace and joy. 

But why, my gracious God, this long ſuſpenſe ? 
Why do theſe intervals of night abide 
Upon me, and torment my heart ſo long ? 
Oh, grant a bliſs ſo eaſily conferr'd! 
1 alk not more than what mortahty 
May'lawſully deſire I don't demand 
The viGoas of the hierarchs above, 
Nor the beatitudes of ſpirits there. 
I only aſk what thou haſt bid me ſeek, 
And giv'n me hopes I ſhall obtain, thro? grace : 
I aſk that facred myſtic fellowſhip 
With which thou favoureſt thy ſaints below. 
Oh, let me hear thoſe whiſpers of thy voice 
That give the foretaſte of eternal joys ! 
Thoſe divine operations let me feel 
That kindle heav'nly ardour in their ſouls ! 
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Yi, let the beams of the day-ſtar on high 
Shine on me, and eclipſe all beauty here! 
Let me enjoy on earth thoſe ſmiles that are 
The bliſs of angels in the higheſt heav'n. 
Though it be only darkly, and far off, 
Yet let me feel their quick'ning influence: 
'Twill brighten the dark paſſage of this like— 
Twill guide me through its winding labyrinths— 
Make fmooth its rough, and gild its gloomy paths. 
'Twill raiſe the dying flames of ſacred love 
'Twill waken the internal principle, 
And ſet it glowing throughout all my pow'rs. 
[ ſhall forget the vanities below 
The glories of the world will be no more. 
ut while, O God, thqu art not pleas'd to ſhine, 
[loſe my ſun, I languiſh, faint, and die. 
Vet unto thee I will liſt up mine eyes 
Veo, unto thee 1 will lift up my foul. 
Come, Lord, and never more from me depart ! 
[ ind no pleaſure in this darkſome world, 
When thou doſt veil the glorics of thy lace, 
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DANA 


XXVII. BREATHING AFTER Cop, AND WEARY 


OF THE WORLD. 


Es S no mean beauty of this nether wed 


That has allur'd mine eyes, or won my heart; 


I faint beneath a far more noble wound, 
And my aflections ſet on things above. 

If words can reach the heights of gratitude, 
And fervent love, permat-me to pour out 
The ſacred ardour of my happy ſoul. 

Oh, let it not offend thy Majeſty, 

That duſt and vanity preſames to ſay, 

love thee, I adore thee, O my God ! 
Other capacities if thou hadſt giv'n, 

And hadſt created any thing on earth, 

Better adapted to my wiſhes, I 

Might then have found a lower happineſs, 
And been content with ſomething leſs than n 
The infinite, eternal Deity. 

But oh ! the ſcanty univerſe affords 

Nothing to ſatisfy my ſoul, and 1 
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By mere neceſſity of nature forc'd— - 

By divine inſtinct, follow after thee. 

Life, without thee, is infignificant— 

My being uſeleſs is—my reaſon has 

No ſuitable employment—nor has love 

[The nobleſt paſſion of the human ſoul) 

An object anſwering its dignity. 

am reduc'd to poverty extreme 

My nature's wholly ruin'd -I am loſt— 
Eternally abandon'd to deſpair, | 
If I 'm depriw'd of thee: for, there can be 
No reparation for a loſs like that 

There's nothing can ſupply. the place of God. 


For thee I have renounc'd all things beſide 
Yea, all the ſentiments of tenderneſs 
And fond complacency that e'er I feel 
For any earthly object, is but mere 
Indifference, when tis contraſted with 
The love that glows within my breaſt for thee: : 
t even grows into averſion, when 
hat object ſtands as thy competitor. 
This is the conqu'ring flame that ſwallows up 
the othex kindling: ardours.of my foul. 
My ties to worldly things are all diſſolv'd 
The name of father, brother, ſiſter, friend, 
Can charm no more—while ſeparate from thee, 
lhele tender titles give me neither joy 
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Nor confidence they're inſignificant, 
But as thou giveſt them an emphaſis. 


Without thee, they are nothing—and, with thee, 


What finite pleaſure can increaſe my bliſs : 
The ſoul can hold no more—for, God is all: 
He only equals its capacious graſp— 

He only fills up ſpaces infinite. 


Thou art my Lord, my God—I have enough 


My ſoul is ſatisfy'd, and fill'd with peace. 
Divide the periſhing vain things of earth 
Amongſt the miſerable miſcreants 

Who ſeek no other kind of happinets. 

Let them, unenvy'd, all their days, poſſeſs 
The honours, riches, pleaſures of the world. 
Diſpoſe of them with open, laviſh hand— 
Theſe things are trivial to the ſoul that knows 
The import of thy ſmiling countenance ; 
When that is lifted on me, there can be 

No reliſh left for ſublunary joys. 

Loft in the high fruition of thy love, 

What upon earth my envy could excite ? 


O love divine, what blifs daſt thou afford: 
No ſentiments of pleaſure let me have, 
But what I have for thee—My gracious God, 
Revealing his good-will for ſinful me, 


In Jeſus Chriſt, his well-beloved Son, 
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Is happineſs beyond conception great, 
Sufficient for me thro” eternity. 


What if the palt ideas I have had 
Of all created things were wip'd away 
What if my memory retain'd no trace 
Of any thing but of the joys I felt 
In thy dear preſence, and th' aſſurances 
Of thy redeeming, everlaſting love ! 
Thoſe are the only moments I recall 
With ſatisfaction; and, in theſe delights, 
Let vaſt eternity be wholly ſpent. 


Vaniſh, like ſhadows, ye terreſtrial ſcenes ! 
Objefts of ſenſe begone, ye all. are vain. 
Thoſe poor and bounded powers I reſign 
By which ye axe enjoy'd—oh, let me be 
Inſenfible to all your influence, 
{ 'twill not lead me to the God I love! 
Let chaos come again, and the fair facc 
Of nature be an univerſal blank: 
et all her glowing; beauties fade away, 
nd thoſe bright characters ſhe wears be raz d, 
ſhall be happy ſtill; for, nature's God, 
nd the original of beauty, 1s 
ly God, and will be ſo for evermore. 
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What if the ſun were into darkneſs turn'd, 
And all the flames of the ethereal lamps 
Extinguiſh'd were, yet I ſhall dwell in light, 
And everlaſting day ; for, oh, my God 
Shall own me his, when time ſhall have an end. 
When groves no more their verdure ſhall renew, 
Nor fields and vallies boaſt their flow ry pride— 
When all theſe lower melting elements 
Are in an univerſal ruin mix'd, 

And theſe material images of things 

Are no more to be found, I then ſhall ſee 
New ſcenes of beauty, harmony, and joy, 
Unfolding all their matchleſs excellence, 
For ever, in th'immortal Deity. 


But, oh! how various will the proſpect be! 
How boundleſs ! how tranſporting ! When ſhall 1 
To phantoms and deluſions bid adieu, 

And with realities eternal hold 

Familiar intercourſe ? When ſhall ] drink 

At the prime fountain of eſſential life, 

And bleſſedneſs ſupreme? And then—Oh what ?— 
Aſk not of men; for, angels cannot tell: 

Let it ſuffice, that thou, my ſoul, ſhalt feel 

Thine own full joys, and hold them faſt for ever. 


Oh, break my fetters, for I muſt be gone! 


Out of the dungeon bring my weary ſoul. 
Th 
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Ine whole creation is too narrow for me 
ſicken at this long captivity, 

And for enlargement ardently I pant. 

How pleaſant are the thoughts of liherty 1 

My waiting ſoul's already on the wing, 

And practiſes 4maginary flights. & 4 

| ſeem. to reach the heaven of heay'ns, Where 
The King of kings in glory fits enthron'd, 
And then, enraptur'd,, ſay, + Here will I dwell.” 
But, ah! how ſoon the clouds of mortal ſenſe 
O'er the delightful viſion thraw a veil! 


Alas! what do I here in this dull-waſte— 
This melancholy, barren wilderneſs? 
Here our delights are daily vaniſhing, 
\nd here the very glimples we enjoy 
Of future happineſs are {oon o'ercaſt. 
Alas! what do I here, waſting that breath, 
In ſighs, and endleſs murmurs, that was giv'n 
The infinite Creator to extol ? 
Alas! what do 1 here, ſo far from home, 
And all the objects that my ſoul purſues, 
Midſt enemies, and ſtrangers, in this wild, 
Inhoſpitable place? Oh, take me hence! 
My converſation, treaſure, hopes, and joys, 
My thoughts, and nobleft paſſions are above. 
What do I here, in ſin's bewitching realm 
Within the precincts of infernal pow'rs ? 
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| Here they ſpread forth their toils, and lay their ſnare I v 


But, O my God, what-part have they in me ? Thi 
Thro' grace, I bid defiance to them all, In 
And ev'ry earthly vanity renounce. Wi 
I am the ſubje& of another prince, | Enj 
And dare not enter into terms of peace k My 
With God's acknowledg'd enemies, and mine, My 
Which in theſe treach'rous ſinful regions dwell. The 
The friendſhip of this world is enmity Tha 
With him I ſerve - death and deſtruftion are Thr 
In its enticing ſmiles—T keep my guard, Shal 
Knowing each moment I may be ſurpris'd. And 
Oh, when ſhall my deliv'rance come from high ? The! 
When, O my ſoul, ſhall thy releaſe from fleſh Sin, 
Paſs the great ſeal of heav'n ? What happy hour 'Tis 
Shall give thy thoughts a looſe, to ſoar and trace 'Tis 
The intellectual world ? What glorious ſcenes But, 
Shall be unfolded to thy wond'ring view, I mc 
When the partition of mortality And 
Once falls, and when thefe tott'ring walls of clay 1 lon 
Shall tumble down, and crumble into duſt ! That 
Ye living waters, ftreams of endleſs bliſs, I pro 
With what impetuoſity will ye This 
Roll in upon me then, and ſwell, and fill Gran 
All the capacities my nature hath ! Cont 
Then ev'ry faculty ſhall be ſupply'd, Glor 
And ev'ry with in full fruition end. 5 Thro 
When into life immortal I awake, Oh, 


I with 


L 182 J 


I with thy likeneſs ſhall be ſatisfy'd-— 
Theſe inexpreſſible deſires ſhall die 

In everlaſting raptures—longing hope 

Will gain its object - preſent and complete 
Enjoyment ſhall ſurround me evermore. 

My God, my gracious God himſelf ſhall be 
My infinite, unutterable joy. 

The ſcenes of beauty, and the avenues 

That into boundleſs pleaſures lead, ſhall be 
Thrown open for me—everlaſting joy 

Shall be upon my head; and ſorrow, there, 
And ſighing ſhall for ever flee away. 

There ſhall be no more intervals of fin—- 
Sin, that oppreſhve burden of the ſoul. 

'Tis here the painful deadly preſſure lies 
'Tis this that hangs a weight on all my joys 2 
But, thanks be to my God that I can ſay, 

I moſt ſincerely loathe the ways of fin, 

And the vile bondage of corruption hate ; 
long for the moſt perfect liberty 

That ever yet a child of God enjoy'd. 

I groan beneath this cumbrous load of fleſh, 
This ſinful body of mortality. 


Grant, then, O Lord, that I, with patience, may 


Continue in well-doing, and, at laſt, 
Glory and immortality obtain, 


Thro' my Redeemer's blood, and righteouſneſs ! 


Oh, ſanRify me thro' thy word of truth! 
E 7 
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Indulgent God, remember this requeſt 
Of my prevailing Advocate above ! 


STUN EUN UUUNNT 


XXVIII. A PRAYER FOR SPEEDY SANCTIFL» 
CATION. 


OLY, and great Jehovah, full of grace, 
If thou ſhouldſt bid me form a wiſh, and take 

Whate'er in heav'n or earth I had to aſk, 
It ſhould not þe the kingdoms of this world, 
Nor princely diadems ; nor ſhould it be 
The wreaths of martyrs, or angelic thrones. 
My firſt requeſt is, to be pure in heart 
This is my higheſt aim, my grand concern. 
Cure the diſorders of my ſin- ſick ſoul—- 
Raiſe up thine image there, and let me be 
With thine unſpotted likeneſs ſatisfy'd. 
Thou haſt with mercy compaſs'd all my paths 
Reſpecting other things, and I'm diſpleas'd 
With nothing but the vileneſs of my heart, 
Becauſe 'tis ſo unlike thy purity, 
And for thy glorious preſence ſo unfit; 
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Permit me here to he importunate, 
And grant the earneſt cravings of my ſoul. 
Let me be favour'd with a merciful 
And ſpeedy anſwer—for, I'm dying while 
I'm thus addreſſing thee : the very breath 
With which I'm calling on thy ſacred name, 
[s bearing part of my ſhort life away. 
This tongue that's now invoking thee muſt be, 
Ere long, ſhut up in ſilence in the grave. 
Theſe knees that now to pay thee homage bend— 
Theſe hands that are for mercy lifted up, 
Muſt ſhortly mingle with congenial duſt. 
Theſe vivid eyes muſt ſoon be clos'd in death, 
Which are now looking to thy throne of grace, 
With mercy, 6h, prevent the flying hours ! 
The haſty moments let thy love outſtrip. 


Thou art unchang'd, while rolling ages paſs, 
But I'm decaying with each breath I draw. 
My whole allotted ſeaſon to prepare 
For heav'nly joys, is but a point, compar'd 
With thy duration, which no limits knows. 
The ſhortneſs of my preſent being here, 
And the importance of eternal things, 
Join to demand my utmoſt diligence, 
And give to my moſt ardent wiſhes wings. 
Ere I can utter the deſires I feel, 
The haſty opportunity is gone— 
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The golden minute vaniſh'd—and the time 
Of mercy takes its everlaſting flight. 


O God of ages, hear me ſpeedily— 
While yet I'm ſpeaking, my petition grant. 
My frail exiſtence wo'n't admit delay: 
Anſwer me, then, thou God of grace and love, 
According to the ſhortneſs of my life, 

And exigency of my dying ſtate. 

My bus'neſs, tho' of higheſt conſequence, 
Is to the preſent moment limited, 

Each fleeting minute is upon the wing 

No pow'r on earth can promiſe me the next : 
Let not my preſſing importunity 

Offend thee, therefore, O my gracious God. 
In my ſucceſs, my happineſs above, 

My everlaſting being is concern'd. 

As much as the enjoymept of the Lord 
Himſelf is worth, is lying now at ſtake. 


Thou knoweſt what is neceſſary, Lord, 
To fit me for the viſion of thy face: 
Thou know'ſt in what I am defective too. 
Thou, in an inſtant, canſt prepare my ſoul 
To enter into thy pure dwelling-place. 
I'm breathing now—but the next moment may 
Be death—let not that fatal moment come, 
Before I am prepar'd to meet my God. 
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The ſame creating pow'rful voice that ſaid, 
Let there be light,“ and light directly ſhone, 
In the ſame manner, can adorn my ſoul, 
And puriſy me from all filthineſs, 
And for thy holy preſence make me fit. 
God of all grace, delay not—for, my foul 
Longs to be thus adorn'd, and purify'd. 

he intervening time's a loſs to me 
And it may be a loſs irrep'rable. 
Why tarrieſt thou, my God, fince thy delay 
Cannot to thee the leaſt advantage bring ? 
Thy clemency and power are as full 
This preſent inſtant, as they'll be the next, 
And time as fleeting, and my wants as great. 
Remember, my loſt time's for ever loſt— 
My waſted hours will never more return, 
And lighted opportunities can't be 
Recall'd—to me they are for ever gone, 
And cannot be improv'd : but thou canſt change 
My ſinful foul to perfect holineſs, 
And, by a word, canſt ſet me in the way 
That leads the ſaints to everlaſting joy. 
Let not thy Holy Spirit be reſtrain'd, 
gut bleſs me, O my Father, bleſs me now, 
According to the riches of thy grace, 
And thine amazing, unexampled love, 
Diſplay'd in thine incarnate Son, in whom 

ne fulneſs of the glorious Godhead dwelt. 
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"is thro' this Mediator's righteouſneſs, 
And meritorious paſſion, I expect 
All the unbounded bleſſings which I aſk. 


8 


XXIX. THANKSCIVING FOR EARLY AND PE. 


CULIAR FAVOURS. 


E T me trace back thy mercy, O my God, 
From the firſt dawn olf life, and bleſs thy name, 

For all the privileges of my birth 
That it was not in lands of darkneſs, where 
No goſpel-ray had ever ſhed its light, 
Where Jeſu's name had never reach'd mine ears, 
Nor the glad tidings of redeeming love 
In Jeſus Chriſt had ever bleſs'd my ſoul. 


But how ſhall 1 expreſs my gratitude 
For being born in this enlighten'd land 
One of the happy iſles, of which, long ſince, 
It was foretold they ſhauld thy glory ſee, 
And truſt in thy moſt gracious, ſaving name? 
God has enlarg'd the iſlands of the ſea, 
And in the tents of Shem made Japhet dwell— 
In the inheritance of Abrahams 
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I from the Gentiles my deſcent derive, 

Who were once ſtrangers to the covenant, 

And aliens from Iſrael's commonwealth, 

But by the blood of ſprinkling are brought nigh : 
Jeſus, the peace-maker, hath reconcil'd 


Both to each other, and th' offended God. 


With all my pow'rs I magnify thy name, 
That I have ſprung from pious anceſtors — 
That thou haſt been their rock; and dwelling-place, 
From age to age—and haſt not, from their ſeed, 
Thy wonted loving-kindneſs e'cer withdrawn, 
Nor ſuffer'd thy fidelity to fail. 


Thy mercy has extended unto me, 
The laſt, and leaſt of all my father's houſe, 
Unworthy any office to perform 
For the moſt abject ſervant of my Lord; 
And yet I'm brought into thy family, 
And number'd with the children of my God, 
So it ſeem'd good, O Father, in thy fight, 
And to free grace the glory J aſcribe. 


might have been a veſſel fill'd with wrath, 
A trophy to the juſtice I provok'd, 
And not a monument of clemency. 
Oh, how unſearchable are all thy ways! 
Oh, how gratuitous thy love to me 


Thon 
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Thou didit regard me in my loſt eſtate, 

Both in origiaa', and actual guilt— 

For, I have added to the wretched ſtock, 

And have not only been, to fin and death, 

A natural, but voluntary ſlave; 

From this abominable bondage, thou, 

My mighty Saviour, haſt redeem'd my ſoul, 
And brought me to enjoy that liberty 

Thou haſt proclaim'd to all the ſons of God. 

I was a ſtranger, thou didſt take me in 
Naked I was, and thou haſt cloth'd me with 
The ſpotleſs robe of thine own righteouſneſs — 
Hungry I was, and thou didſt give me bread— 
Thirſty, and thou didſt give me living drink. 


What am I, Lord, and what my father's houſe, 
That thou haſt dealt with me thus graciouſly, 
In ent'ring mto a ſure covenant, 
Both ſign'd, and ſeal'd—ſcal'd even ſenſibly 
By thy bleſs'd Spirit's witnels to my ſoul ? 
Lord, I adore the riches of thy grace, 
So irreſpective of delert in me! 


Ye ranſom'd nations who rejoice above, 
Inſtruft me in your heav'nly eloquence. 
Ye ſpirits of juſt men made perfect, tell 
In what exalted ſtrains of harmony 
the my ſt'ry of redemption ye extal, 
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While, in full chorus, gratefully ye ſing 
To him that lov'd, and waſh'd you in his blood, 
And made you kings and prieſts to God Maſt High, 


$I SSSÞIÞÞ 


XXX. ASPIRING AFTER THE VISION or Goo 
IN HEAVEN. 


„% C HE W me thy glory, I beſeech thee, Lord.“ 
It was a frail imperfe& mortal made 

This bold, but pious pray'r, which I repeat 

On diff'rent terms: fince none can ſee thy face, 

And live, oh, let me die t' enjoy the fight! 

This is the only pray'r I have to make, 

And this will I ſeek after, that I may 

Behold the glorious beauty of the Lord, 

Not as I've ſeen thee in thy courts below, 

But in ſuch ſplendour, and full majeſty, 

As thou, by cherubim, and ſeraphim, 

By angels, and archangels, art beheld. 


My God, forgive my importunity. 
Thou haſt commanded me to love thee, Lord, 
With all my heart, my mind, my ſoul, and ſtrength, 
And, by thy Spirit, haſt, within my breaſt, 
Kindled the ſacred, and aſpiring flame. 
From 


L 130 ] 


From hence ariſes all my eagerneſs— 

From hence the ardour of my wiſhes ſpring, 
Say, can I love thee, and be ſatisfy'd 

At ſuch a diſtance from thee to remain ? 
Say, can I love thee, and not greatly long 
To ſee thee in thy perfect excellence: 

Is it a crime to preſs towards the end 

For which I was created? All my hopes, 
And my deſires of future happinels, 

As in one centre, terminate in thee, 


Does not the parch'd, and fainting trav'ller pine 
For ſome refreſhing ſtream to flake his thirſt 2 
Would not the weary wiſh to be at reſt? 
Would not the captive groan to be ſet free? 
Shall, then, my thirſty, weary, captive ſoul 
Not ſeek refreſhment, reſt, and liberty? 

I'm but a ſtranger and a pilgrim here— 
This is not my abiding-place, my home: 
Yet if thou keepeſt me on earth to do 
The meaneſt office in thy family, 

] will not murmur at my longer ſtayy 


But, O Almighty Lord, thou haſt no need 
Of ſuch poor ſervices as I can pay, 
Thine angels ſpirits are—thy miniſters 


Bright flames of fire—before thee thouſands ftand— 


Jen thouſand times ten thouſand wait thy will, 


And 


Gi 
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And fly to execute thy high beheſls. 

Oh, take my ſpirit from this clog of leſt; 

And I will ſerve thee, in thy courts above; 
With zeal as active, and as pure as theirs ! 


Now I can ſpeak of thy good-will to men 
Only imperfeAly—but, then, I'Il join 
With the celeſtial choir in praiſing thee, 
And unto lift ning angels will rehearſe 
What thou haſt done for my vile, guilty ſoul, 
I meet a thouſand interruptions here, 
That hinder me in the delightful work— , 
A thouſand cold and darkſome intervals, 
When both my heart and tongue are out of tune— 
A thouſand neceſſary cares that riſe 
From all the mis'ries of mortality : 
But when theſe intervals of grief and fin 
Shall have an end, my ſoul ſhall dwell at eaſe, 
Rejoicing in thy preſence evermore. 


*. NG. N. WN Þ JofeZo Ds 


XXXI. A SURRENDER OF THE Soul To GoD. 


6 me what thou wilt, my God, and 
King, 
Give me but ſtrength to execute thy will 
Howe'er 
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Howe'er ſevere, oh let us never part ! 

My will, my liberty, my choice, to thee 
I totally reſign, and of the world 

I ſtand diveited, and require alone 

Thy favour as my beſt inheritance. 

Give or deny what elſe thou wilt leave 
The circumſtances of my future time 

In thy diſpoſal—oh, be thou my guide ! 
Lord, here J am—do with me as ſeems good 
To thy pure wiſdom—only do not ſay 
Thou haſt towards me no propitious love, 


Let me not live to bring reproach on thee— 
To crucify the Son of God afreſh, 
And grieve the Spirit of redeeming grace. 
Take not thy mercy from me, O my God— 
Oh, ſuffer not thy faithfulneſs to fail ! 
Thou by thy holineſs haſt ſworn (and thou 
Wilt never lie unto thy people's ſeed) 
That the poſterity of righteous men | 
Shall ſtill be bleſs'd—then, with this character 
Inveſt thine handmaid, O my gracious God, 
And to a worthleſs worm thy word full, 


* 
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XXXII. TxusT AnD RELIANCE IN THE Di- 


VI NE PROMISES, 


E T not my importunity offend, 
For 'tis the importunity, of faith. 
Lord, 'tis my firm. reliance on thy ward 
That makes me thus perſiſt —thy,word, and oath, 
{Two ſacred things, immutable, in which 
It is impoſſible for God to lie) 
Afford me ſtrong conſolatory hope. 


'Tis this that makes me ſupplicate thy throne, 
And lay hold confidently on thy ſtrength, 
Thy wiſdom, goodneſs, pity, faithfulneſs — 
1 hoſe glorious, gracious attributes, for which 
The ſons of men repoſe their ſtedfaſt truſt 
Under the folt'ring ſhadow of thy wings. 
Thy glory. 'tis to be the confidence 
Of all the world; and 'twas long ſince foretold 
That in thy name ſhould all the Gentiles truſt. 
Kind Guardian of the univerſe, to whom 


The nations pay their vows, we render thee 
| The 
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The higheſt homage, and exalt thy name, ak 
By our unſhaken faith in thy ſure word. Be 8 
This 
Lord, I believe thou amply doſt reward Shal 
All them that diligently ſeek thy face : Tot 
I fix my hopes upon thy promiſes, | And 
And never, never will I quit my hold, As i 
I will not let a tittle go, nor part Devi 
With the leaſt mite from that rich treaſury : My 
I humbly hope I have a rightful claim. Wh: 
Thou art my gracious God by covenant— Allo 
The God of my religious anceſtors — 
I My mother's, and my pious father's God. 0 
% On his death-bed, when breathing out his ſoul, And 
. He gave me to thy providential care, For 
And put me into thy protecting arms. re 
He told me thou wouldſt ne'er forſake me, Lord. T 
He triumph'd in thy long- experienc'd grace, That 
And, joytul, with his laſt expiring breath, I fa 
Bore teſtimony to thy faithfulneſs. But 
Rely 
And now, O Lord, the gracious God, and true, And 
Whoſe word inviolable has remain'd— Say, 
' Whoſe mercy has come down from age to age, And 
And whoſe kind love continues undecay'd, | 
With children's children keeping covenant, 0 
Let me that bleſſing and protection find Of1 
Which my departing father begg'd for me. Thy 


Now, 
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Now, in the time of my extreme diſtreſs, 

Be thou a preſent help—and if thou wil 

This once deliver me, then thou alone 

Shalt be my future counſellor, and hope : 

To thee I always will apply myſelf, 

And look on all created nature's force 

As inſignificant to thee I will 

Devote the various bleſſings thou ſhalt give— 
My time, my life, my whole of this world's good— 
Whatever ſhare which thou ſhalt graciouſly 
Allot me here, ſhall, ſurely, be the Lord's. 


Oh, hearken to the vows of my diſtreſs, 
And reſcue me from this embarraſsment, 
For thine own honour ; and reveal to me 
The riches of thy mercy, truth, and pow'r | 
'Twas my dependance on thy promiſes 
That brought me now into this exigence : 

I ſtagger'd not thro unbelieving thoughts, 

But ventur'd on the credit of thy word, 

Relying on it for ſecurity— 

And can the ſtrength of Iſrael eber repent ? 

Say, canſt thou break thy covenanted terms, 

And change the word that has gone forth from thee ? 


O thou eternal God of Abraham, 
Of Iſaac, and of Jacob, this will be 


Thy name for ever—thy memorial 
3 To 


— — — — 
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To all ſucceeding ages of the world, 


Thou art the God with, whom my fathers walk'd— 


The God that fed me all my life 'till now 
The Angel that preſerv'd me from all ills— 
Continue thou my guardian, and my guide, 
Let the great God of Jacob be my help 
Let the Almighty his poor ſuppliant bleſs. 
Oh, let the bleſſings of my fire prevail 
Above the bleſſings of has anceſtors, 

To the remoteſt bound*mes of the earth! 


According to thy greatneſs, bleſs me, Lord— 
According to thy grace in Jeſus Chriſt ! 
He is the ſpring of all my hopes, in whom 
The promiſes of God are all amen— 
He is the true and faithful witneſs, who, 
By his vicarious death, has ratify'd 
Divine veracity, and is become 
The ſurety for his Father's faithfulneſs ; 
To this the Spirit, alſo, witneſs bears, 


Jehovah, Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Lord God Almighty, hear, and grant my pray'r, 
For the eternal honour of thy name 


That name which ſaints and angels bleſs and love, 


Let thy perſections be made manifelt 
To all the ſons of men—oh, let them ſay, 
There is a God that judgeth iu the earth! 
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Let them confeſs thou keepeſt covenant 

With them that love thee that thy righteouſnefz 
and thy ſalvation laſt from age to age, 

Never to be aboliſh'd. Let them ſee 

That in the fear of God is confidence, 

And that his children have a hiding-place— 

A refuge from the ſtorms of earth and hell. 
Firm as a rock, unſhaken as the hills, 

Shall the ſoul reſt that leans, O Lord, on thee. 


Memorandum. 


This act of faith in my redeeming God 
Was fully anſwer'd, and I leave behind 
My teſtimony that the Lord is true 
That his great name a high, ſtrong fartreſs is, 
and he knows them that put their truſt in him. 


SSeeeee ese 


XXXIII. ArrIIicATION TO THE Diving 


Toru. 


OWEVER intricate, and deſperate 
My preſent ſtate may be to human views, 


Why ſhould 1 limit the Almighty God, 
Or, 


| 
| 
| 
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Or, why ſhould he ſet limits to himſelf ? 

Surc, nature and neceſlity are thine, 

O Lord thou ſpeak' ſt the word, and 'tis obey'd. 
No obſtacle can ſtand againſt thy will, 

Nor ineffectual render thy deſigns. 


Is thy hand ſhorten'd, ſince the glorious time 
When thine almighty pow'r, aud outſtretch'd arm, 
Into exiſtence call'd the earth and heav'ns ? 

When the ſkies ſpread their ſpacious canopy, 

And this terraqueous, heavy globe was fix'd 

Upon its airy pillars ? Thele, O Lord, 

As a moth-treited garment ſhall wax old, 

And as a veſture ſhalt thou change them all ; 

But ſhouldſt thou fail ſhouldſt thou, like theſe, 
decay, 

Where were the hopes of them that tld in thee ? 

If thy perſections were not ſtill the ſame, 

Thro' all the generations of the world, 

What conſolation could the race of men 

Draw from the ancient records of thy works ? 

Why are we told thou didſt divide the fea, 

For thy peculiar people to paſs through ? 

That thou from hcaven didit rain manna down, 

And melt the flinty rock in cryſtal ſtreams, 

To give thy rauſom'd, choſen nation drink? 


Thou, 
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Thou, Lord, art he, that, in the gen'ral flood, 
Didſt preſerve Noah in the floating ark, | 
'Midſt guſhing rains, and ſtormy winds; and waves. 


'Twas thy protecting care led Abraham, 
From his own kindred, and his native place, 
And brought him ſafely to the promis'd land. 


Jacob thou alſo did accompany, 
While journeying to Padan-aram—thon 
Didſt give him bread, and raiment to put on, 
Till, much increas'd in ſubſtance, he return'd 
To his own houſe—he wreſtled with the Lord, 
Till break of day—till he thy bleſſing gain'd. 


With Joſeph, thou, moreover, wenteſt down 
Into the land of Egypt, and from all 
is toils didſt reſcue him, till he forgot 
His various hardſhips, and his father's houſe. 


When groaning under the Egyptian yoke, 
Thou didit remember Ifrael, and look 
With pitying eyes on all their ſufferings. 
When the allotted time for their releaſe 
Elaps'd, then, on the very day; thou didſt 
Redecm them with an high and mighty hand 
With triumph, and ſtupendous miracles. 


Thau, in a pillar of a cloud by day, 
And 
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And a protecting fire by night, didſt go 

Along with them thy conqu' ring hand drove out 
Many great potent nations, and gave them 

Entire poſſeſſion of the promis'd land : 

Nor didſt thou fail in the leaſt circumſtance 

Of all which thou hadſt ſaid thou wouldſt perform. 


Oh, what a cloud of witneſſes ſtand forth 
To bear their teſtimony to thy truth ! 
Jephtha, and Sampſon, Joſhua, Gideon, 
Who, thro? ſtrong faith, obtain'd the promiſes. 


Thou, in the burning fiery furnace, didſt 
With thy three faithful Hebrew-ſervants walk. 
With Daniel thou waſt preſent, in the den 
Of rav'nous lions, to deliver him, 

Becauſe he truſted in thy ſaving pow'r. 


When has the pray'r of faith been &er caſt out? 
Or, when did God his righteous ſeed ſorſake ? 
Who charges God doth charge him fooliſhly : 
For, what injuſtice has been ever found 
In the impartial Judge of all the earth? 


lis glorious titles have unblemiſh'd ſtood 


From the foundation of the world till now. 
His high perfections never can decay, 
Neither can rolling years effect a change 
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In him, who is immutably the ſame— 
Who is without beginning, without end. 


Are not his gracious words diſtin& and clear 7 
Free from impoſture, and duplicity ? 
Are they not ſuch as juſtly may ſecure 
My ftrongeſt, moſt unbonnded' confidence ? 
Such as would fatisfy me from the mouth 
Of man, intonftant wav'ring man, whiofe breath 
Is in his noſtrils and his ſeat in duſt— 
As waves unſtable—fleeting as a ſhade ? 
And, can I, then, leſs readily affent 
To what the changeleſs God of truth has ſworn' 7 
Shall I truſt impotent, frail man, that wants 
Both might and wiſdom to fulfil his plans— 
That cannot call the future time his own, 
Uncertain of a day, an hour, a breath? 
Can I rely upon theſe feeble props, 
And yet deſpond, and tremble, when I have 
Divine veracity for my ſupport ? 


I know he will not break his covenant, 
Nor ſuffer his fidelity to fail. 
I dare atteſt it before earth and hell— 
My all for time, and for eternity, 
dare to ſtake upon this glorious truth, 
Which hell can't blemiſh, nor yet contradict. 


Ye 
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Ye pow'rs of darkneſs, now exert yourſelves 
Bring in your evidence—your inſtances 
Collect from the firſt ages now begin, 

Since men were taught to call upon. the Lord, 
And ſay, when did they ever call in vain? 
When did the Holy-One of J:rael fail 

The expectation of the contrite ſoul ? 

Point out, in all your blackeſt characters, 
The diſmal period when Jehovah's name 
Was not a refuge to his faithful ſeed. , 

Let the infernal annals be produc'd— 

If ſuch a dreadful day be noted there, 
Diſtinguiſh it with triumphs evermore. 


In vain ye ſearch-—for, neither heav'n, nor earth, 
Nor hell have ever yet been witneſſes | 
To falſehood or injuſtice in the Lord. 

He with unſully'd glory ſtill has ſhone, 
To the conſuſion of the helliſh fiends, 
And to the joy of his believing ſaints. 


On thine eternal honour, pow'r, and truth, 
Almighty Lord, I wholly caſt mylelf; 
And, if I am deceiv'd, I am deceiv'd— - ( 
Angels, archangels are deluded too. | | 
They have, like me, no more ſecurity 
For the continuance of their 'blefſedneſs 


Than what the faithfulneſs of God affords. 
Oz 
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On his immutability they hang 
Their everlaſting hopes if that once fails, 
Then vaniſhes the heav'nly paradiſe, 
And alli its thming glories are extin&t— 
The golden palaces in ruin ſink, | 
And the ſeraphic thrones muſt tumble down. 
Where are your crowns, ye ſpirits of juſt men? 
Where ate your palms, and your triumphant ſongs, 
If the veracity of God can fail ? | 
Even a poſſibility of that 
Would darken the empyreal fields of light, 
And turn the voice of melody to grief. 
What bitter lamentations would be heard 
Thro' all the regions of ſupernal bliſs ! 
What diffidence and fear would ſhake the heart 
Of each inhabitant !' What agonies 
Would ſeize them all, if it were poſſible 
The word of God could ever cancell'd be! 
The pillars of the heav'ns might tremble then, 
And all the everlaſting mountains bow— - - 
The whole created ſyſtem would diſlolve— 
That nobleſt ſtructure of the hands of God 
Be chaos, ere PR Apes 

But, O thow King. Sw Fl ever juſt: 
And true are allthy-ways—andbleſt are they 
Who in thy ſteadfaſt promiſes confide: 5 0 
For, thou art a ſure help, in time of need 

A refuge 
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A refuge where diſtreſs ſhall find relief ; 
And, underneath the ſhadow of thy wings, 
Will I remain—my ſoul ſhall make her boaſt 
In thee, the Lord; and triumph in thy grace. 
I call'd upon his name, when ſore oppreſs'd, 
And he deliver'd me from all my fears. 
Oh, praiſe the Lord, my ſoul ! Here I diſmiſs 
My carnal hopes, and all deſires for earth 
I give up ev'ry mortal intereſt, 
And make my gracious God my all in all. 


Sangean 


XXXIV. GLory To Gop FOR SALVATION BY 


THE BLood of JESUS CHRIST. 


EFORE I die, due glory let me give 
To God moſt High, and to myſelf take ſhame, 
All my ſalvation wholly I aſcribe 
To his free-love—his mercy undeſerv'd. 
I, by the grace of God, am what I am, 
Not by the ſtrength of intellectual pow'rs, 
Or any natural bias unto good: 
O my Redeemer, be the ac ry thine! 
expect life and happineſs from thee, 
Not as a debt, but as a promis d: gift. 


How 
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How poor would all my expectations be. 1 
1! God were to proportion his reward | 
According to. thoſe works which my vaia. hearts. 

Or friends, too partial, have accounted; good; 

And which would be found only ſpecious lng, 

If by unerring juſtice ſcrutiniz'd ! wor 

As ſuch, I willingly xenounce them all- 
Pardon them, gracious Lord—I aſk no more 
Nor can I hope for that but thro* thy Son, 
Who for our ſins has ſatis faction made, 
By off 'ring up himſelf a ſacriſice. F £ 


Jeſus, my Saviour, oh, what harmony 
Dwells in thy precious name! Celeitial joy. 
And cverlaſting lite are in the ſound. 

Sweet name! In ev'ry ſyllable are found T 
Ten thouſand hills of myrrh, and beds of ſpice. 
To golden harps let angels ſet this name, gy 


And let the Lord's redeem'd ſtili ſhout his praiſe 1 


What were my hopes, dear Saviour, but for thee? 
How deſperate, how ruin'd were my ſtate! 
I look upon myſelf, in ev'ry view 
That I can take, with horror and contempt, 
was conceiv'd in miſery and fan, 
And, in my belt eſtate, am vanity, 
With all the higheſt glorics I cap boaſt, 
I am aiham'd, and tremble to appear 
Belore the God of ſpotleſs holineſs, | 

F O thou 
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O thou in whoſe great name the Gentiles truſt, All 
Be my ſure refuge in that awful hour ! If 
I humbly come to thee, my only hope— 

Oh, let the blood of ſprinkling—let the ſeal 

Of the new covenant be on me, Lord! | 

From my original depravity, | 

And my contracted filth, oh, cleanſe my ſoul ! 

Cover my nakedneſs—adorn me with xx 
The robe of thine imputed righteouſneſs, 
By which alone I muſt ſtand juſtify'd 
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Before the bar of a juſt, holy God. [ ; 
{ Enter not into judgment with me, Lord— | 
| For, the beſt actions of my life can't bear 5 y 
. Thy rig'rous ſcrutiny ſome ſecret fault * 

[ Has ſtain'd my moſt religious ſervices. = N 
bi My very pray'rs to God have oft heen mix'd * 
5 With wand'rings, levity, irreverence— - - a 

| My alms to man with oftentatious pride. om 

In ſhort, thoſe very things, which have, perhaps, Wha 
4 Been held in eſtimation amongſt __ I to 

Have, in the ſight of God, deſery'd contempt. * 

1 
1 4 When ] ſurvey the croſs on which the Prince And 
I Of life and glory dy'd, I make my boaſt 
J Of that alone, and count my gain my loſs. In 

am determin'd to know nothing here, | 1 ha\ 
Save the Lord Jeſus, and him crucify'd. He - 
Au Kad 
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All the vain things that us'd to charm me moſt, 
1 ſacrifice them to his precious blood. 
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XXXV. A Rrview or Diving Mz cy Ana 


FAiTHFULNESs.——April go, 1735. 


NOW am fetting to my ſeal, that God, 
My God, is'true, and to his faithfylneſs, 
As my laſt teſtimony, I leave this. 
From numerous experiences I can 
Aſſert the ſureneſs of his promiſes : 
His word is try'd, and he a buckler is 
To all that fully put their truſt in him, 
Come, ye that fear the Lord, and I will tel} 
What he in mercy for my ſoul has done! 
I to my God will righteouſneſs aſcribe, 
Recording it for nations yet unborn, 
That ſuture generations may riſe up, 
And celebrate his ever-glorious name, 


Into whatever dangers, or diſtreſs, 
have been brought by his wiſe providence, 
He always anſwer'd me whene'er I call'd, 
n Kiadiy dehv'ring me from all my fears. 
75 F 2 I ruſted 
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T truſted in him, and he reſcu'd me. 
Let my experience as a witneſs ſtand, , 
To all that in his tender mercies hope, 
And let it to his praiſe and glory be. 


Thy num'rous favours how can I recite! 
Where to begin I'm at a loſs to know. 
In thy pavilion, from the pride of man, 
And from the ſtrife of tongues I have been hid, 
When by my follies I deſerv'd reproach. F 
Moſt gracioufly thou haſt protected me 
From the too flatt'ring judgment of my friends, 
And from the malice of mine enemies, 
When they my reputation would have ſtain'd. 
Under thy wings have I repos'd my truſt, 
And with thy feathers thou hait cover'd me. 
Thy truth has been my buckler and my. ſhield, 
To thee, and not to mine own management, 
Nor to the partial thoughts of friends, I owe 
The bleiling of a clear, unblemiſh'd name. 
Glory and honour be to thee, O Lord! 


Thro' various labyrinths I have been led 
Thy word has been a lantern to my paths: 


When m:dnight-ſhades ſurrounded me, my light 


Out of obſcurity has then broke forth— 
Into noon-day my darkneſs has been turn'd. 
To me, a guide, a facher, thou haſt been: 
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When knowing none of hm to aſ advice 
Unerring counſel I obtain'd from thee. 

With me the ſecret of the Lord has been, 
And he has ſhewn to me his covenant, 


How oft haſt thou deliver'd me, O Lord, 
From ſeen and unſeen dangers! Oh, how great 
Thy mercy is! how ſmall my gratitude ! 

How numberleſs have been thy thoughts of love ! 
How infinite the inſtances thereof! 

How high above the ways and thoughts of man! 
How frequently haſt thou ſupply'd my waats, 
And by thy bounty filenc'd my diſtruſt ! 

Thy benefits repeated have ſurpris'd, 

And juitly cenfur'd my vile unbelief. 

My faith has waver'd, yea, has often fail'd, 

But, oh, thy goodneſs never, never has ! 

The world; and all its flatteries have fail'd, 

And my own heart, and hopes—but mercy {till 
Endures for ever, and thy faithfulneſs 

With the leaſt failure cannot be impeach'd. 

The Strength of Iſrael never has deceiv'd 

My waiting ſoul, nor of my confidence - 

Made me aſham'd. No—thou haſt never been 
As a deceitful ſhallow brook to me, 

Or as a ſpring whoſe waters have dry'd up. 
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In loving-kindneſs and in truth thou haſt 
Afflicted me—oh, how unwillingly 
Haſt thou appear'd to grieve me! With how muck 
Indulgence has the puniſhment been mix'd ! 
Love ſmil'd thro” the diſguiſe of ev'ry frown— 
Its beams have glimmer'd thro? the darkeſt night. 
By ev'ry ſtroke of thine thou haſt been ſtill 
Drawing me nearer to thy bleſſed ſelf— 
Breaking my carnal props, that I might lean, 
With more aſſurance, on th' eternal Rock. 


Thy hand has led me ever ſince I trod 
The maze of life, and all the ſteps I took 
Were mark'd, and guarded, by thy watchful love: 
Oh, whither elſe had I been led by fin! 


Oft have I try'd and known thy clemency, 
And found an inſtant anſwer to my pray'rs. 
How oft haſt thou fulſill'd thy promiſes, 

And giv'n freſh tokens of thy faithfulneſs, 
Cauſing me in thy goodneſs to rejoice | 


And, after all, what baſe ingratitude, 
What wonderful inſenſibility, 
Reigns in my heart ! Oh, cancel it by blood, 
The blood of bim who dy'd for the unjuſt! 
Root out this monſtrous infidelity, 


That {1111 returns, tho' cleareſt evidence 
Has 
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Has ſtill attended thy veracity. 

In gracious condeſcenſion thou haſt oft 
Granted my pray'rs, in my own time and ways 
And yet my doubts and fears recur again: 
Lord, I believe help thou mine unbelief ! 
Go on to pity, ſuccour, pardon me, 

And oh, at laſt, ſubdue my diffidence ! 

Let me believe in hope againſt all hope, 

And, ig the moſt perplexing ſtates of life, 
Give glory to thy name, by crediting 

What my experience has ſo often found, 

That thou art not a creature to repent, 

Neither the ſon of man, that thou ſhouldſt lie. 


While I enjoy the pow'rs of memory, 
Oh, Let thy goodneſs dwell upon my ſoul! 
Oh, let me not forget my deep diſtreſs — 
The anguiſh, and the importunity 
Of all my vows! When human ſuccour fail'd 
And all was darkneſs and perplexity, 
My God was all my refuge and ſupport : 
No name did I acknowledge then but his, 
And, in my trouble, he alone knew me. 
Therefore, adore, and bleſs the Lord, my ſoul, 
And oh, forget not all his benefits ! 
Long as I live I'll blets his holy name— 
And, when tranſlated to the worlds above, 
To praiſe him ſhall be all my work and joys 
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I've yet ten thouſand mercies to recall 
Mercics unaſk'd for and deliv'rances 
Innumerable have T to recount. 

No moment of my life has been depriv'd 

Ot thy conhd'rate care—no accident 

Found me unguarded by thy watchful eye, 

Or unprotected by thy providence. 

Thou often haſt, by my ungrateful ſoul, 

Been found unſought—and thy free bounty has 
Surpris'd me with immenſe advantages. 

Thou often haſt compell'd me to receive 

The bleſſings which my fooliſh heart deſpis'd, 
And which my ſtubborn will would have refus'd. 
Thou haſt been deaf to the defires which would 
Have ruin'd and undone me, when I might 
Moſt juſtly have been left to mine own choice, 
For the correction of my many ſins. 

How great my guilt ! how infinite thy grace! 

The Lord has help'd me hitherto, and here 

I gratefully my Ebenezer raiſe, 

And ſet up a memorial to him, 

Who has not left me to become a prey 
To the dtre malice of inferna! foes, 
Or to the craft or violence of men. 
When groping in thick darkneſs, oh, how oft 
Has he made plain my way before my face! 
With a commanrdiny, energetic voices 


He 
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He ſaid, ** Let there be light,“ and there was light. 
Before me he has made his goodneſs paſs, 

Loudly proclaiming his endearing name, 

The Lord Almighty, gracious, merciful, 

Plenteous in goodneſs, and to anger flow, 

To him be glory now, and evermore ! 
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XXXVI. Soux Daity Ex ZNIE NES OF THE 
GRACIOUS METHODS of Divins PRNOVIDEZNICE, 
TO ME THE LEAST AND MOST UNWORTHY 


er ALL THE SERVANTS OF MY Load. | 


FIRST WEEK. il 
| 


I, E“ CH day's experience ſhames my unbelief, | 
And brings freſh tokens of thy faithfulneſs, 1 
To the confuſion of my ghoſtly foes, | 


Ev'ry tormenting fear thou haſt diſpell'd, 11 
Attending to the voice of my diſtreſs. [1 
But a few houts ago I was in doubt : tt 


Whether thou waſt a prayer-hearing God, f 
And I have now an inſtance of thy grace, 
Which, with a grateful heart, I here record. 11 
Oh, may the ſenſe of all thy benefits | | | 
For ever be engraven on my ſoul ! tt 

F 3 IT. Thy ſl 
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11. Thy mercies, Lord, are, ev 'ry morning, ne. 
Again I find an inſtance of thy truth: 
In thee I truſted, and thou ſavedſt me. 
Thee will I love, adore, and magnify, 
For, thou haſt heard the voice of my defires, 
And, therefore, will I call upon thy 'name, 
As e as I have * breath to _ 


III. As for my God, his word is try'd, and ſure 


His way is perfc*:—he a buckler is 

To all that put their confidence in him. 

The word which I rely'd on he fulfill'd: 

Bleſs, therefore, O-my ſoul, thy gracious Lord! 


IV. Thy bounty follows me with ceaſeleſs eourſe, 
And language is too faint to [peak thy praile— 
No eloquence the ſubject can expreſs. 

With the-rcflection now my heart grows warm 
Upward I lift mine eyes, and ſilently 

Breathe out th' unutterable gratitude, 

That quickens, melts, and gladdens all my ſoul. 
I ſtagger'd at thy word, thro' unbelief, 

And yet thou haſt perform'd it graciꝰuſty. 

Tho' God rebukes our littleneſs of faith, 

Yet faithful he abides who-promiſes. 


V. Wich the return wad light, my health and peace 


Are both renew'd—theeheeting influence ' * *= 
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Of the Tun's rays, and the ſtill ſweeter beams 
Of God's enliv'ning, ſmiling countenance, 
Shine on my tabernacle : Lord, why me ? 
A raaſom'd, pardon'd finner why am I ? 
Oh, why am I rejoicing now among 
The inſtances of grace, and clemency ? 


VI. I boaſted in thee, and am not aſham'd— 
Thy truth has been inviolably ſure : 
All my infernal foes confounded are, 
While with ſucceſs my conqu'ring faith is crown'd, 
Oh, who has taſted thy benignity, 
In greater meaſure, and more oft than I ? 


VII. The week began, and now with mercy ends: 
To count thy favours, words and numbers fail— 
But this ſhall be my everlaſting theme. 
When nature fails, and day and night no more 
Divide thy works, my ever-thankful ſoul 
Shall celebrate thy goodneſs, O my God, 


B 


SECOND WEEK, 


I. N be E goings of my gracious God and Ring 
I. in his ſanctuary, have, this day, ſecn: 
But oh, how tranſient the tranſporting vic w 
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My ſins turn O ...ck again thy cheering ſntilesy Thy 
And yet, the wonders of forgiving gracey | An 
Vile as I am, I now can celebrate. Yes 
. Th. 
II. O thou Preſetver of the ſons of men, Car 
What do I owe thee for ſuch peaceful reſt— The 
For nights with pain and trouble undiſturb'd ? The 
A watchful guard thou keepeſt round my bed 
Thine eyes are open, while ſleep cloſes mine— \ 
There's not a moment ſlides in which I am Co1 
Unguarded by thy providential care. He 
An 
III. Thanks be to God, who has thus given me Cor 
The victory thro” Jeſus Chriſt, my Lord! 
Thou didſt releaſe me from the fowler's ſnare— * 
From the malicious ſtratagems of hell, 
; And keep me from the tempting baits of fn : I bc 
I Be thine the praiſe, O my redeeming God! Anc 


IV. Lord God of Iſrael, bleſſed is the man 


| That putteth all his truſt in thee alone. 

1 I left my heavy burden at thy feet, ky 
I And thou haſt graciouſly ſuſtain'd my ſoul : L 
4 My cares are ſcatter'd—my deſires are heard. The 
4 Who is a God like unto Iſrael's God, Far 
U Deliv'ring all that fly to him for help ? Wh 


V. O Lord, thy ſtrength in weakneſs sdiſplay d Be | 
Ts thee, not unto me, be all the praiſe Thy vpe 


[ 157 ] 


Thy name ſhall dwell for ever on my tongue, 
And thy falvation ſhall be ſtill my theme. 
Yes—my entire employment this ſhall be 
Thro' all eternity—'tis that alone 

Can meaſure my exalted gratitude. 

The Lord is my ſalvation, and my ftrength, 
The Lord ſhall, therefore, always be my ſong. 


VI. By ev'ry day's experience is my faith 
Confirm'd more fully—for, I find God true. 
He has diſpers'd my doubts and fears, like chaff, 
And has deliver'd me from my diſtreſs, 
Contounging Satan's moſt enſnaring wiles. 


VII. Lord, I will love thee—thou haſt heard my 
pray'r: 
I boaſted of thy faithfulneſs and truth, 
And thou haſt anſwer'd my moſt ſanguine hopes. 


NN NN FEES 
THIRD WEEK. 


I. Y laſt diſtreſs will be the cloſe of life— 

Oh, then remember me, my gracious God | 
Thou who haſt kindly led me hitherto, 
Forſake me not at laſt—oh, be my ſtrength ! 
When nature fails, and when the lamp of life 
Is juſt expiring, let that gloomy hour 
Be gilded by thy ſmiles—then let thy voice 
Speak peace and conſolation to my ſoul, 
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My ſins turn ck again thy cheering ſntilesy Th 
And yet, the wonders of forgiving grace; | An 
Vile as I am, I now can celebrate. Ye 
| | Th 
II. O thou Preſerver of the ſons of men, Ca 
What do I owe thee for ſuch peaceful reſt— Th 
For nights with pain and trouble undiſturb'd ? Th 
A watchful guard thou keepeſt round my bed — 
Thine eyes are open, while ſleep cloſes mine— \ 
There's not a moment ſlides in which I am Co 
Unguarded by thy providential care. He 
; An 
| III. Thanks be to God, who has thus given me Co; 
1 The victory thro? Jeſus Chriſt, my Lord! | 
. Thou didſt releaſe me from the fowler's ſnare— \ 
4 From the malicious ſtratagems of hell, 
{2 And keep me from the tempting baits of fin : 1 b 
fl Be thine the praiſe, O my redeeming God! An 
9 


IV. Lord God of Iſrael, bleſſed is the man 


1 That putteth all his truſt in thee alone, 
fy I left my heavy burden at thy feet, 1 
I And thou haſt graciouſly ſuſtain'd my ſoul ; 
| q My cares are ſcatter'd—my deſires are heard. The 
F Who is a God like unto Iſracl's God, For 
[ Deliv'ring all that fly to him for help ? Wh 
| Is j 


V. O Lord, thy ſtrength in weakneſs sdiſplay d Be 
Te thee, not unto me, be all the praiſe Thy Spe 
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Thy name ſhall dwell for ever on my tongue, 
And thy falvation ſhall be ſtill my theme. 
Yes—my entire employment this ſhall be 
Thro' all eternity—'tis that alone | 

Can meaſure my exalted gratitude. 

The Lord 4s my falvation, and my ſtrength, 
The Lord ſhall, therefore, always be my ſong. 


VI. By ev'ry day's experience is my faith 
Confirm'd more fully—for, I find God true. 
He has diſpers'd my doubts and fears, like chaff, 
And has deliver'd me from my diſtreſs, 
Confounding Satan's moſt enſnaring wiles, 


VII. Lord, I will love thee—thou haſt heard my 
pray'r ; 
I boaſted of thy faithfulgeſs and truth, 
And thou haſt anſwer'd my moſt ſanguine hopes. 


N N NN FEES 
THIRD WEEK, 


I. Y laſt diſtreſs will be the cloſe of life— 

Oh, then remember me, my gracious God | 
Thou who haſt kindly led me hitherto, 
Forſake me not at laſt—oh, be my ſtrength ! 
When nature fails, and when the lamp of life 
Is juſt expiring, let that gloomy hour 
Be gilded by thy ſmiles—then let thy voice 
Speak peace and conſolation to my ſoul, 
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TI. In fix and ſeven troubles thou haſt fav'd 
Thy helpleſs creature, and haſt always been 
A hiding-place-from the tempeſtuous wind ; 
Thou haſt preſerv'd me, and I dwelt ſecure. 
Now to thy praiſe a monument I leave— 

A witneſs *gainſt diſtruſt, in time to come. 


III. Ev'ry revolving day adds to the ſum 
Of thine innumerable mercies, Lord. 
The riſing and the ſetting ſun can bear 
Witneſs to thy renew'd benignity. 
Thou, graciouſly, in danger imminent, 
Waſt preſent with me, and by thee my bones 
Were kept entire: thou haſt not ſufter'd me 
Even to daſh my foot againſt a ſtone. 


IV. Bleſs, withont ceaſing, O my ſoul, the Lord ! 
Let all that is within me bleſs his name! 
Bleſs thou the Lord, my foul—and ne'er forget 
His benefits, who thy diſcaſes heals, 
And freely pardons all thy guilty crimes ! 
Thou the phyſician of great value art, 
Both for my body, and my fin-fick ſoul, 
Who haſt deliver'd me from death and hell. 
O bleſſed Jeſus, my infirmities | 
Thou on thyſelf haſt taken, and haſt borne 
My ſorrows and my ſickneſs on the croſs, 


And, by thy bloody ſtripes, my wounds are heal'd. 
V. Lord, 
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V. Lord, with my hand I to — truth ſubſcribe— 
I here atteſt it, and can contradict 
Infernal malice, that would often tempt 
My heart to difhdence and unbelief, 
Even againſt the cleareſt evidence 
And proofs of the divine veracity. 


VI. O thou who never flumbereſt, thy care 
A threat'ning danger warded off, this night: 
Thine eyes were open while I ſleeping lay, 
Secure beneath the covert of thy wings. 


VII. A freſh deliv*rance, and a greater ſtill | | 
Has crown'd the day. Lord, I have found thy g grace 
Sufficient in temptation's hotteſt hour. 

Thy ſtrength in weakneſs has been manifeſt 

Thine was the conqueſt, thine the crown ſhall be: 
By thee I triumph'd o'er the wiles of hell— 

Not unto me, but thee, be llthe praiſe! 1 


LASGASASAASALES 


FOURTH WE EK. ll 


I, N QT one among a thouſand of thy giſts 
Can I record—but vaſt eternity 
Before me is, and that ſhell be employ'd 
F 8 
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Ia the recital of thine acts of grace. 1 
Then in the great aſſembly will I praiſe 1 
My God, and will declare thy faithfulneſs, of 

And tell to liſt'ning cherubims what thou 

Haſt done for me—even for me, the leaſt 
Of all my heav'nly Father's family — F 
Unworthy as I am to wipe the feet I 
Of the moſt poor, deſpis'd, weak child of his. H 
T 
IT. Lord, how innumerable are thy thoughts A 
Of love to me ! If I ſhould count them up, A 
More than the ſands upon the ſhore they are. f 

Thou haſt again reprov'd mine unbelief, 

And giv'n a new conviction that my whole 1 
Dependance muſt be plac'd on thee alone. * 
That ſecond cauſes nothing are, and have If 
No pow'r but that which they derive from thee: W 
All nature 1s obedient to thy will, | M 
k At 
| III. O my redeeming God, I am again Ye 
i Ready to doubt thy long-try'd faithfulneſs. Su 
| How deep within my heart this curſed weed Ne 
a Of infidelity has fix'd its root! Ol 
ql O Lord, eradicate it by thy pow'r. 2 


md] 


IV. Again I muſt begin t' enumerate 
| Thy mercies, which will never have an end ; 
For, to a poor, ungrateful ſinner, thou Ar 


Renew'ſt the tokens of thy clemency 1 The 
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The promiſe 1 rely'd on was fulfill'd. 


Thou my tequeſt haſt heard, and made my way 


So plain before me, that I ſtumbled not. 


V. An unexpected favour I, this day, 
From God and man receiy'd—of the lucceſs 
I doubted much; but thou mine unbelief 
Haſt rebuk'd gently, forcing me to own 
That ev'ry thing 1s poſſible with thee, 

And that the hearts of all the ſons of men 
Are in thy hand, to turn them as thou wilt. 


VI. Lord, in the glory of thine attributes 
I do rejoice, however they're diſplay'd, 
Whether in fav'ring, or afflicting me. 
If but thine honour be advanc'd, O Lord, 
Whether in mercy or in judgment, I 
Muſt ſtill aſſert the juſtice of thy ways, 
And to my Maker righteouſneſs aſcribe. 


Yet, let me plead with thee, my gracious God: 


Since mercy 1s thy darling attribute, 


Now let thine handmaid in thy ſight find grace. 


Oh, deal not with me in ſeverity, 


But in compaſſion ! for, if thou ſhouldſt mark 
What's done amiſs, who can before thee ſtand ? 


VII. Thou healeſt my diſeaſes graciouſly, 
And length'neſt out my ſpan of liſe thou art 
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The guardian of my ſleeping, waking hourt. | Ho ( 
Glory to thee, my God, who ſlumb'reſt not! 
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bt I, eee know'ſt my ſecret grief where lies I. 
J my pain, H 
1 And what my doubts and difficulties are. 1 
1 According to thy wonted clemency, T 
þ Turn thou, O Lord, my darkneſs into day, T 
[ Oh, leave me not to any fatal ſnare, 
f In matters of eternal conſequence ! 
J This is the time to know, and to obey : Ir 
, No error can be in the grave redreſs'd— M 
As the tree falls it muſt for ever he. A 
4 . Le 
| II. Thy goodneſs ſtill purſues me, O my God, 0 
i With an unweary'd courſe—new inſtances 1 
| | Of thine unchangeable veracity Al 
| Reproach mine unbelief. With doubting heart, A 
q I ſent up my petitions, yet thou haſt Be 
| Deign'd to encourage my weak, ſtagg'ring faith, 
i Which has not only waver'd, but oft” fail'd, 
1 Tho? 


[ 163 J 


Tho! I have had the brighteſt evidence 
Of thine omnipotence, thy truth, and loves 


III. O King of ſaints, thou kindly doſt reſolyg 
To leave mine unbehef without excuſe 
By thy benignity ſo oft” renew'd— 
By freſh convictions of thy faithfulneſs. 
Oh, let not my demerit turn aſide 
Thy clemency from its accuſtom'd courſe! 


IV. How many unrecorded mercies, Lord, 
Have, with my fleeting moments, paſs'd alongy 
In thoughtleſs ſilence, and forgetfulneſs! 

How prone is my inſenſate, harden'd heart 
Wholly to bury in oblivion's grave 

Thy benefits ! or (O amazing guilt !) 

To recompence them with ingratituce ! 


V. Never, O Lord, let my falſe heart relapſe 
Into diftruſt and unbelief again. 
My folly thou haſt tenderly rebuk'd, 
And put a ſong of praiſe into my mouth, 
Let thoſe ſuggeſtions vaniſh, that would once 
Object againſt thine oft-experienc'd truth. 
In this I would ſtill triumph, and inſult 
All the malignity of helliſh pow'rs. 
A time will come, when thou wilt, in thy ſaints, 
Be glority'd, and when thy faichfulneſs 
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In full meridian ſplendour ſhall appear— | Ar 
When the'fair beauty of thine attributes | Th 
Shall be conſpicuous, and ſhine forth clear W 
From ev'ry blemiſh either men or ſiends V. 
Have charg'd on thy moſt righteous providence. An 

To 


VI. Oh, let me ſtill aſſert that all thy ways 
O God, are perfect equity and truth 
I of thy goodneſs a freſh inſtance have, 
Yet my ungrateful heart is, even now, 
Ready to diſbelieve—increaſe my faith, 
And filence my diſtruſt, Thy favours, which 
Have been ſo oft repeated, plainly ſhew 
That thou art upright : Lord, thou art my rock, 
Aud there 1s no unrighteouſneſs in thee. 


VII. Angels of light, inſtru me how 1 may 
Expreſs my gratitude. O thou who canſt 
Explajn the ſecret meaning of my ſoul, 

Accept the praiſe that human words can't paint 
Accept thele faint attempts to laud thy name 


RUUUIGUNIURNUNIHNT 


SIXTH WE E K. 
I. LORD, moſt holy, let me go on ſtill 


To witneſs for thy faithfulneſs and truth, 
Ph, let it be engraven on the rock, 


Ang 
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And on my ſoul for ever be impreſs'd, 
That it may there remain indelible! 

What craft of hell is it that ſo oft tempts 
My fluctuating heart to unbelief, 

And joins my natural depravity, 

To call in queſtion thine unſpotted truth ? 


II. The wonderful eſcape I had, this day, 
Oh, may I ne'er forget ! Thy gentle hand 
Upheld me as I fell, and underneath 
The everlaſting arms were kindly ſpread. 

Thou haſt kept all my bones—not one of them 
Is broken—no—thy mercy ſuccour'd me, 

Tho? it foreſaw the baſe ingratitude, 

And hardneſs of my too-inſenſate heart. 

How is thy goodneſs heighten'd by my guilt! 
How wond'rous is thy patience, and thy grace, 
That only tenderly rebuk'd me, when 

Thou might'ſt have taken vengeance of my ſins { 


III. I muſt again begin to celebrate 
The riches of thy condeſcending love. 
Thou haſt aſſuag'd my ſickneſs, and my pain— 
atter'd my fears, and lengthen'd out my days: 
o thee devoted be my future life! 
or ſome uncommon ſervice, let it be 
hat I am now reſtor'd to health again. 


IV. I find 
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IV. I find thy mercies with my fleeting days 
Renew'd—and to rehearſe them all ſhall be 
My glad employment now, and evermore. ] 
I, with my little temporal concerns ( 
Have truſted thee, my God, and thou haſt deign'd I 
To crown them with ſucceſs. Lord, what is man, B 
That thou thus graciouſly regardeſt him ! I 
Even my daily fins can't put a check 0 
To the free courſe of thy beneficence ; F. 
It {till keeps on its conqu' ring way againſt A 
The oppoſition of ingratitude, 

Aid unhelief, And haſt thou not, O Lord, 


Promis'd it all run parallel with life, | O! 
Aud mcaiure out my being's full extent? Aſ 
| Wi 

V. Jeſus, my never failing truſt, I call'd In | 
Upon thy name, and thou haſt hear'd my pray'rs, Pit) 
And fully anſwer'd my moſt ſanguine hopes. Ne; 
Ia t 


Oh, let thy praiſes dwell upon my tongue! 

Oh, let me breathe thy precious, precious name, 
With the laſt ſpark of my expiring life! 

Thou haſt difpell'd my ev'ry fear, and been 
Beyond all expeCtation merciful. 

My faint addreſſes to the throne of grace 

Were not caſt out.by him who fits thereon. 

But oh, how flow are my returns of praiſe ! 

How cold, how backward my acknow!edgments! 


VI. Lord 
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VI. Lord, I have never truſted thee in vain: 
Increaſe my faith confirm it, O my God, 


By the continuance of thy boundleſs grace. . | 
Oh, add this favour to the reſt ! for, faith 

Is thine own gift, and cannot be attain'd 

By nature's efforts, or by reaſon's pow'rs. 

I'm waiting now for the accompliſhment— 

Oh, ſhew me all thy mercy and thy truth! 

For ever put to ſilence my diſtruſt, . - | 
And the ſuggeſtions of infernal fiends. | 


VII. How rooted is this curſed principle 
Of unbelie?, that can diflruſt thee Hill, 
Aſter ſo many inſtances of love! 

When will it be before my wav'ring foul 1 
In thy lalvation ſhall confide unmov'd ? W l | 
Pity my weaknets, Lord, and to my faith 
New vigour give——let me take up my reſt 
In thee, from this time forth for everinore, 
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A SACRED 


PINDARIC ODE 


ON 


NEW-YEAR's-DAY. 
By J—— F——r 


| I. 
A NE W-Year's-Day ! 


An awful preacher of eternity ! 
That cries aloud, another year is gone 
Time flies away, 
And judgment haſtens on! 
Exhauſted nature ſhall expire 
This world ſhall be conſum'd with fire ; 
And all the kindreds of the earth ſhall ſee 
The righteous judge, and mourn, 
In that tremendous hour, 
At his appearing, girt with pow'r, 
Whoſe wounds they trampled on with ſcorn, 
Who to themſelves afreſh they crucify'd, 
Counting his blood unholy, in their pride. 
11. An- 
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II. 
Another year is paſt! for ever paſt} - 
Another year! perhaps it is your laſt! 
O mortals, how has it been ſpent ? 
Have ye abus'd the moments God has lent? 
Has the year glided unimprov'd away? 
Have vanities conſum'd the day, 
The bleſſed day of goſpel- grace ? 
Then mourn! the night comes on apace, 
A dreadful night, when ye can work no more 
When pray'rs are vain—when mercy, ſcorn'd beforey 
Shall take her everlaſting flight 
Juſtice ſhall draw her ſword divinely bright; 
And vengeance ſheathe it in the blood 
Of all the enemies to God. 
'Tis in this life alone that Chriſt will ſave 
No mercy's to be found beyond the grave ! 
III. 
How many, when this year begun, 
(Who never liv'd to fee its cirele run) 
Were warm in life, and whilſt proſperity 
Shone on their heads, and wealth, in golden ſtreams, 
Flow'd in, deceiv'd their ſouls with idle dreams, 
And flatt'ring hopes long life to ſee! 
All thoughts of death they haniſh'd from their mind— 
All thoughts of God they caſt behind: 
Forgetful of th'Almighty's rod, 


In pleaſure's flow'ry paths they trod, 
Count- 
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Counting their years of happineſs to come 1 
Fatal miſtake! uncertain happineſs ! 
Death came, with all his terrors in his train, 
And, in the midſt of all their fancy'd bliſs, 
Convinc'd them that they muſt no longer reign, 


But leave their wealth and pleaſures for a tomb 


Be bury'd in the duft from human view, 
And bid the world and vanity adieu. 
Had they conceiv'd their death ſo ni gh, 
They might have been prepar'd to die: 
But, thinking they were diſtant from the grave, 
A looſe unto their luſts they gave 
Put off repentance to a future day— 
Alas! a day that never came! 
Death ſnatch'd them ſuddenly away, 
And hell awakes them from the fatal dream. 


IV. 


We, who have liv'd to ſee this dawning year, 
Amazing monuments of grace appear! 
No merit in ourſelves we have— 
Jeſus preſerves us from the grave: 
Enthron'd at the right hand of God, 
Our great High-Prieſt for ſinners pleads, 
Points to his wounds, and all-atoning blood, 
And with Jchovah intercedes. 
Well-pleas'd with his beloved Son, 
The Father miles, and lays his light'nings dow 
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And that we may eſcape eternal woes, 
As yet, a ſpace for penitence allows: 
How ſhort that ſpace may be 

Is only open to the Deity. | 

The day of grace may ſoon be paſt, | | 
And ev'ry breath we draw may be our laſt, 
Who knows that life a moment ſhall endure ? 

Paſt time's irrevocably gone— 

The future who can call his own ? 

The preſent hour to God improve, 
And make your calling and election ſure, 
That ye may be receiv'd to joys above. 


V. 


| What is the. life of man? 

A ſhadow, that ſhall diſappear— 

A vapour, ſoon diſpers'd in air 
Uncertainty its date—in length a ſpan. 

Man's as the tender flow'r, 

That blooms and fades within the hour: | 
Born for the grave, he muſt reſign his breath, | 
To ſlumber in the cold embrace of death; | 
Then, ſurely, none but madmen would delay 
Eternal matters to a future day. 

Ye fools, who your own fouls deceive, 

With dang'rous hopes long time to live, 
Know that the young and old alike muſt die {| 
Na time's exempted from mortality: 
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Raſlect, and tremble hat muſt be your ſtate, 


Should God, this night, your ſouls require? 


Ales! ye would repent too late, 
Doom'd to the horrors of eternal fire. 
And ye, who ſquander years away, 
And chide, as ſlow, the fleeting day, 
Taught by experience in the ſchool of woe, 


Panting for breath, your ſad miſtake ſhall know, 


I ſee, approaching on the wings of time, 


The awful moment when yell mourn your crime, 


And treely would beſtow (if in your pow'r) 
A worthleſs world to buy one precious hour. 


VI. 

Look not for preachers from the dead to riſe— 
The tolling bell reminds us of the tomb, 
And ev'ry fun'ral ſets before our eyes 
ne certainty of our approaching doom: 
Then, ſince we've no abiding city here, 

Aud we may never live to ſee 
Another New-Ycar's-Day, let us prepare 
For diſſolution and eternity 
Our hearts to wiſdom leriouſly apply, 
Number our days, and daily learn to die. 
Let us amend our lives without delay, 
Our future years religiouſly employ, 
And Jcſu's blood ſhall wah our guilt away, 
And purchaſe for our ſouls eternal joy. 


VII. 


Yet 
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VII. 


Yet a few ſeaſons more, the ſun 
His annual courſe ſhall thro' the zodiac run. 

Yet a few more revolving years 

Shall paſs, before the end appears. 

Soon as the myſtery of ſin 
Is finiſh'd, and the ſaints are gather'd in, 
An angel on the earth and fea ſhall ſtand, 

And ſhall to heav'n ftretch forth his hand, 
And by his name who lives for ever {wear 

(Who rules, by his almighty pow'r, 
Heav'n, earth, and ſea, and all chat therein are) 

That time fhall be no more : 
Then ſhall the ſun be darken'd, and to blood 
The moon ſhall change—the ſtars their orbs farſake— 
And at th* approach of our avenging God, 
The hills ſhall ſmoke; th' aſtoniſh'd earth ſhall quake. 
With a great noiſe the heav'ns ſhall paſs away— 
The elements diffolve—the worlds decay. 
Awake, ye dead, th' arch-angel's trump ſhall ſound — 
The grave ſhall hear, and pour her millions round: 
Awake, ye dead, ſhall thunder from the ſkies, 
And thoſe who ſleep in Chriſt ſhall joyful rife— 
Death, the laſt enemy, himſelf fall die, 
The grave be ſwallow'd up in victory. 
Then, fitting in the clouds ſhall Chriſt appear, 
Aud ev'ry nation ſtand before his bar * 

In 
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In dreadful pomp the Judge ſhall come, 
Scntence upon the world to paſs; 
Trembling ſhall ſinners hear their doom, 
Accurs'd from God, condemn'd to dwell 
A ſad eternity in hell: 
But ſaints, redeem'd by Jeſu's grace, 
By angels borne to realms of happineſs, 
With gratitude their precious Chriſt ſhall bleſs, 
And heav'nly hallelujahs ſing, 
For ever, to their Saviour, and their King. 
May we ſo live our future years, 
That when that awful morn appears, 
We may have cauſe our Jeſus to adore, 
And reign with him in heav'n, when time ſhall be 
no more ! 
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